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THE FORESTERS. 



CHAPTEB I. 

Of the humble mansions that not many years ago were 
tbkkly interspersed through the romantic scenery of 
the Esk^ between Boslin and Lasswade^ there was not 
<»ie more beautiful than that which bore the appro- 
priate name of Dovenest. It was built on a gentle 
eminence that merely lifted it in safety above the high- 
est water-mark of the river sweeping round the little 
sylvan peninsula ; and the breath of smoke that rose 
from its hidden chimnies was even on the calmest day 
lost on the broad bosom of the overshadowing wood^ be- 
fore it could reach the naked cliff that rose like a pil- 
lar into the sky. Several glades^ and even pasture- 
fields^ lay ooQcealed at no great distance up and down 
the stream ; and a few steps could in either dixecti(m 
lead into prospects of confined but richest cultivation/ 
wiiere the houses of the more opulent looked out cheer- 
fully > each over its own quiet pleasure-ground^ nor seem- 
ed^ in their unostentatious retirement^ at all out of uni-> 
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the dnneter of the aolitny er 
ti^es of the poorer inhalntmts. But for a fmt ml i r pwH 
jectioo of Todky with its cnnm of drooping hiitii-tiooBy 
Dorenest would hare oommanded a Tiew of the caTem- 
ed diib of Hawthofndeii, and, indeed, even of Roalin 
CfaapeL Althoo^ the Castle was not viiibley the 
rooks were seen flying orer its turr e ts ; and oo a cahm 
daj, the noise of the Linn was heard bdow the foun- 
datioos of the old Pkce of Wonhip. The Tillage 
Sabhath-bell sent its ywcb so distinctly down the glen, 
that it sometinies seemed to he ringing dose to the 
▼ery Cottage ; and on a warm still sunimer's-day, there 
was but one sound of bees from the hioomy knoJl of 
Dorenest, to the wall-flowers on the crerioes of. that 
hallowed Ruin. There was felt to be a little quiet 
wodd witfainitself ; and the same stream-— the same 
rocks^'-the same line of dcy,.boond together Cottage, 
Chapel, and Castle, in one ^irit of hannoidons beauty. 
IXnrenest was not a summer, retreat for lawyer, citi- 
^en, <xr poet> although it had often been coTeted both 
by matter-of-fiiot and imaginatiTe men, and its archi- 
tecture been made to undergo frequent alteration in the 
day-dreams of tastefiol artists ; but it had been for.thir«I 
ty years the dwelling of its obseuse and industrious own- 
er,' Adam Forester, a gasdener.. . Adant Forestetjhad 
been proud of that humble professional name in the 
prime of life, when his good q>ade wa» his only for- 
tune; and he desired no better^ in after times,^ when 
by skilly kbenr, and integrity, he 4iad aocumolat^ suf- 
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ficieat eapkfld to purehase thftt pretty little p^Gperty, 
and by degrees^ dpiing after spring had made hi$ 
snirseiry-gardeii the pride of all the glen^ and to idlerd 
from the City (me of its rarest and most delightful at* 
tractionsl The /sonthern bftak^ which he had cleared 
icbxxk th(B ettibosoming wood> seemed to enjoy per- 
pietiiftl snnshino ; and so happily sheltered was it by 
Bat^ral moitnds and battlemeeatSj that often while there 
was a Storm among the oaks above^ not a blossom was 
^Aakeii £pom his: firuit-tree8> a^d the blackbird coati- 
•niied to sing nndisturbed ftom the top of the steady 
Iiareh that rose single ffom a grajss-plat m the middle 
•of the garden, lliat Larch was famous during esalf 
4q[>ring> in the perfect beauty of its tapering verdure, 
and glowing with a million cones of purple that lay jpro- 
fokdj scattered over* the long grac^ul branches t^at 
•swept the inossy floor^ up to the slender last y^r's shoot 
l3iatiscarcdysupp(tftedl&eblythsome songster. Nothing 
could sui^ads the ord^ sold regularity prevalent ianret 
4ihe parterres* oil flowers^ the beds of seedHngs> and the 
wider baiik» of infant forest trees^ already distinguish- 
able in shsipe and hue of leaf stalk and tendril, but 
all equally unlike the gigsmtic forms they w^o des- 
tined one day to become in park or mountain* The 
iq^irit^yott^- vegetable life wantoned ever3rwhe]!e 
'aarannd, below l^e diadow of the ancient woods, and old 
-Adion Forests, the gardener, unconsciously loved the 
'flowers and pbnts, ainOiig« constant succession of whidi 
he had spent upwards of forty not unhappy years. He 
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ny demise afflietioiis^ but all in the oommon conlrse of 
nature ; and with ar wife who tenderly and reverently 
loved him^ and had discharged every duty towards him 
and their children in joyfulness and gratitude^ he had 
lived many long peaceful years. During those years 
an infieuit — a child—- one blooming gitl— a boy of much 
promise— «nd^ saddest loss of all^ a son grown up to 
manhood— had been taken away suddenly, or after lin- 
gering decay. Five funerals had there indeed been«- 
before that blackest of them all, when the mother was 
Carried to her rest. But these deprivations hadbeensciat-i 
tered over the length of full thirty years^meroifiidly 
timed, it might be said, had been the visits of theanjgelof 
death — and although there not unfrequently had been 
seasons when smiles, or at least any thing approaching 
to laughter, would have grated against the heart-stringa 
of the whole saddened family, and when it almost 
seemed as if their happiness were never more to de« 
serve that name, yet natural distress gradually yielded 
to natural comfort, and the survivors carried over up- 
on one another, and into one another's hearts, the af- 
fection that had belonged to them that were no more 
seen, ejccept in the startling' visions of sudden waking 
recollection, or in the dreams of sleep. 

Even the affliction ihat made Adam Forester a wi- 
dower brought with it healing upon its wings. For, when 
his Judith died, she was not cut off suddenly in the 
prime of life, nw did she pine away in its hH; but 
after the grey hairs had been visibly mingled with the 
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once bright bxown, an illness^ neither frightfully short 
nor tryingly prolonged^ extinguished the lamp of life 
that burnt clearly to the dose, and with all the most 
anxious solicitudes oJF a mother's heart at rest^ she was 
resigned to shut her eyes upon her husband and her two 
dutiful sons. Her sober matronly steps and quiet 
smiles were no more seen^ and in a few years generally 
forgotten. But^ in not a few neighbouring fSeimilies^ her 
image remained^ as if her picture had hung upon the 
wall ; and the poor continued to bless her who had not 
only relieved their hunger^ but had given charity to 
their friendless souls. The lines of labour and advan-* 
dag age were painfully deepened on the widower's face 
during the year she left him^ and the neighbours all 
prognosticated that he would never recover the blow. 
But theirs was a common mistake ; the old man was not 
forsaken in his bereavement ; in a few weeks he took 
his place in his pew in the kirk ; the lark called him to 
his garden^ not perhaps ' from such sleep as he had 
once enjoyed ; and although they who knew him. inti- 
mately saw a change in all his demeanour^ and heard 
a difference in the usual tones of his speech^ yet to in- 
different observers he was the same active industrious 
old man as before. Nor did Dovenest undergo any per- 
ceptible diminution of its cheerful neatness^ except that 
there seemed about it a less gorgeous flush of flowers 
than formerly^ and that the lustre of the latticed win- 
dows was not so spotless^ and somewhat more thickly 
ove^rown, now that one pruning hand was cold. But 
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Adam Forester> in his more awful hours^ was n6t with^ 
out a source of comfort^ that every year flowed deeper 
and deeper in the midnight silence ; while in his ordi" 
nary work-day life in the open air^ he had the bedt of 
earthly solaces in a fair reputation^ health yet unimpair- 
ed^ a sound understandings and a clear conscience ; a 
sufficient competence against the evil of eld^ two duti- 
ful sons^ sjidy above all^ the love of labour^ strong as that 
of life itself^ that subdues within the heart a thousand 
vain anxieties^ and changes the stern law of necessity^ 
against which many fruitlessly rebels into the voluntary 
choice of a calm and well-ordered life. 

On the death of his wife^ Adam Forester had been 
left with 'two sons^ Michael and Abel. They had both 
received a regular education^ and possessed more than 
ordinary abilities. Michael had^ at one time^ thought 
of becoming a clergyman^ and had attended the Uni- 
versity^ but^ on his mother's deaths he felt it to be im- 
possible to leave his father alone^ and being fonder 
every month of that way of life^ and deeply attached to 
.the place of his birth^ he resolved to follow his father's 
employment^ and had now done so for many years. 
He was a man of staid deportment and quiet manners^ 
but of deep and strong feelings — ^it may^ indeed^ be said 
passions — and of extraordinary strength of intellect. 
But he had no worldly ambition^ and was satisfied to 
live the same homely and obscure life with his father. 
He was enough of a scholar to be able to read the Old 
^nd New Testaments in their original tongpes^— and 
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hifl favourite studies^ next to theology^ drciunsdibed as 
they necessarily became^ were natural history and astro- 
nomy. £ach year brought;^ independently of readings 
its own growth of inward knowledge; and Michael 
Forester of Dovenest had long been esteemed the first 
man in all the neighbourhood for general talents, and 
sound practical information in the business of life. His 
whole appearance betokened no ordinary diaracter ; and 
although he did not purposely keep aloof £rom the 
young men of the place, his infinite and unapproacha- 
ble superiority was felt by them aU, and he was looked 
upon as the equal of the. parish miiiister, and other per- 
sons of education oskd authority. Proud was tiie old 
man of such a son — but it was a pride that now and 
then only made its way into a heart fortified with a fax 
higher principle^ that of religious gratitude ; and, as 
they worked in their garden together, the grey-headed 
&ther would sometimes rest his withered hand on his 
spade, and leaning over it as if to pause from his work, 
bless his son in a fervent prayer, nor care if his dim 
eyes poured down upon the ground a shower of passion- 
ate tears. Working together day after day from morn- 
ing to-night, and sitting together every evening, there 
was often long sUence between them, but never any 
dearth of inward thoughts ; and each heart was as fer- 
tile of afiectionate feelings as the soil o£the garden be- 
neath the common labour of their hands. The very 
helplessness of old age was felt to be a happy state, in 
the presence of such a protector ; and when the old man 
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woAild lay faimBelf down^ daring the heat of the day, 
heneath the shadow of the syoamores^ for a single hour 
of re8t> reluctantly availiJiig himself of the privilege of 
threescore and ten years, his closing eyes could not help 
seeing, in his dutiful son, as it were the figure of an 
angel watching over his sleep. 

'. Abel, the younger brother, although now £ax less 
deserving than Michael, was notwithstanding almost as 
dear to his father ; for strong instinctive affection will 
not yield to the law of desert, and the frailties, the 
follies, and even sins of childrien will often mournfully 
endear them to their parents. Abel, too, in fsice, in 
eyes, the colour of hair, and the tone of voice, was the 
very' image of his mother ; and grievous as had been 
ids misconduct^ that overpowering resemblance had 
never pleaded for him in vain. There was also 
much that was redeeming in his amiable but uncer- 
tain character; and how could a father long retain 
wrath, or even strong displeasure towards one so ready 
to repent, so warm in his affections, and when away 
from evil associates, so perfectly winning in all his 
ways, and so reconciled even to an active and indus- 
trious life ? Lively, versatile, and ingenious, — he was, 
indeed, when at home the light and the music of the 
house and garden, and the old man thought, and still 
thought^ and fondly deluded himself into conviction 
often broken and as often repaired, that Abel was 
about to reform, and to become a credit to him .Uke 
Michael in his dedining- days. Although Abel had 
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not yet absolutely disgraced himself by any dishoaest 
or dishonoarable action^ a mist himg over his rqmt»» 
tion both in town and oountiy ; his few known asso- 
ciates were persons of profligate habits ; nmumrs were 
afloat in the neighbourhood of an indefinite, but dis- 
tressing kind ; and it was the belief of all that ere long 
he would bring himself to disgrace and ruin. His 
father tried to shut both his eyes and his ears, but stIU 
he saw and heard enough to fill his mind with dilsmid 
apprehensions ; and now that all the past was peaoe^— ' 
now that he could look not only without one single 
pang on the grave-stone above his Judith, and the 
other five dead onies, all of them long ago so tenderly- 
beloved, but 6ven with the profound satisfeujtion of ex« 
pecting rest,— he felt it cruel to be disturbed almost at 
death's door, by a son to whom he had been perhaps but 
too indulgent, and whose errors seemed, month after 
month, to be darkening into wickedness. Oh ! that 
Abel were reformed ! thought often the old man-^-^nd 
that prayer was sometimes worded in his dleep^— then 
might I yield up my spirit to its Maker ! Abel knew 
well his Other's grief, and Dften wept bitterly like a 
child before his tremulous rebuke— -too like a child, for 
his tears were soon dried ; gay smiles too delightful to 
ft ftnrgiving father took their ]pSace, and after the deep 
but transient calm of recondlement which Abel had- a 
heart tender enough to feel, but not firm enough to re- 
member, away he flew like a bird, and disappeared fiw 
months in the unknown dissipation and vice <^ the 
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cltjr. ^' My boy loves 'me as kindly ^ as ever^ but he 
reverences me no more^ and my power over him is but as 
of a shadow. O^ Michael! when I am dead^ try to 
save poor Abel — ^for if evil be^sdl him^ methinks my 
bones will not rest in the grave !" 

Such words as these were not lost upon Michael ; for, 
independently of his filial reverence, he loved his brother 
Abel with exceeding affection. Indeed, the very dif- 
ference in their characters, pursuits, and habits, endear- 
ed them to each other ; — and while the elder brother 
could not help being won by that mirth and merri- 
ment, that frolic and whim so foreign to his own na- 
ture, but so congenial with the whole frame of Abel's, 
that unthinking boy could not but venerate in Michael 
that irreproachable practice and those uncompromising 
principles in which he found himself to be so deplorably 
deficient in the hour of trial. The disparity in their 
age also, (for Michael was the elder by upwards of ten 
years,) gave an endearing character to their mutual af- 
fection. It had always preserved between them an 
unbroken integrity of feeling, without the deadening 
or alienating interruptions of jealous or angry moods. 
Abel no more thought of ever quarrelling with Michael 
than with his father himself ; and if ever Michael had 
occasion to chide or reprove him, the remonstrance was 
indeed fatherly, in spirit and in word, tempered at the 
sametimeby thesense of the feebler authority of brother- 
hood, and breathed forth^as a confidential communica- 
tion between friend and friend. 
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'^ You must not think that I love Abel better than 
you^ Michael^ although sometunes it would even seem 
as if the dear unhappy boy did indeed drive you out 
of my heart. No — ^no— no*-you^ Michael^ are my best 
beloved son — ^boy^ lad^ and man the same — ^true at all 
times to me^ your aged father^ and to your Grod. If e vef 
Ihave been silent— -cold — 'harsh — or sullen towards you^ 
my son — ^I ask your forgiveness, for in trudi age chills 
«ven something of the warmth at a father's heart." 
' The father and son were sitting together on a bench 
m a sort of small natural arbour that feced the light 
of the setting sun ; and as Michael looked on the old 
man's &ce, he felt that he had never before noticed the 
Tvrinkles 80 deep> nor seen over all his countenance so 
strong a shadow of the world to come. He knelt down 
and asked a blessing. * Tenderness and awe were like 
a religion in his spirit ; andas the withered hands were 
had upon his head> lie felt as if a human parent were 
interceding for him with a divine, and that such pray* 
ers would not be unheard in Heaven. At that mo- 
ment light footsteps were heard, and Abel stood before 
the opening of the arbour. 

. There was a wild and unsettled expression in his 
eyes, a feverish flush over his cheeks, and his whole 
-demeanour was disturbed. Self-dissatis&ction and 
shame, mixed with an angry recklessness, sadly ob- 
•souxed that &ce on which a few years i^ every one 
tbait knew it looked with pleasure and aflection. Yet 
the unhappy youth could not now divest himself of 
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that seerpect-^that .veneration with wkieli he had fk^om 
hiB.yorj heart always treated his &tiier/ The scowl 
whidi hehad summoned to his htow gaT» .waybeforie the 
Bolemn. look of the old man^s dim eyes, and struck at 
once into remwse &r ithe mere show of disrespect 
to. his father^ Abel hong, down his head and wept; 
When he Issmd Toioe> he «aid^ *^^ Father^ I am going to 
leave Dovenest for good and all> and to*morrow I ^et 
off for England with WiH Mansell. You must not 
ask me any questions-r^I could not think of going with-* 
0Qt coming to bA. your fin^iveness ^d yotif blessing.*' 
The oM-maa^ who had long fearedi;he worst of his son^ 
vstiSM felt tiiat the worst had almtet be&Uen hin^^ for 
'Mansell was a man of a ruined Teputation^ and known 
to be. fEoniliar with criminals. ^^ Yes — ye&K— Abel^ 
here is my blessing — and my forgiveness^" and the 
old man rose up and kissed his undiitiful 'soon with 
many tears* . Meanwhfle^ Michael retired a abort dis« 
tance from, the arbour^ and when he returned to take 
farewellof his brother^ Abel was gone. ' ^' Oh ! Midiael^ 
when I am dead-^-and this parting has taken some 
months from the year I might have had to live, nevisr 
lose your pity for Abel« for much I fear will he stand in 
need of pity, hurrying on to disgrace or destruction/' 
'<^..My brother shall never want/' said Michadl, '^ while 
•these hands have strength to work, whilie there is 
water in the channel of the JBsk, and corn gisows up- 
on, its banks. But I will go after him, and perhaps 

he will return to hia father's house."-*^' No<-»Michael, 
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— »he will Dever return — never in my time^ at least— 
and if he does return^ it will be as a wretched beggar^ 
aye worse than a beggar^ a criminal^ flying perhaps 
from justice^ and his life forfeit to the law^" 

That severe passion of grief did not^ however^ en- 
dure long in a heart that in all its sufferings had 
found what strength there is in submission. The old 
man hearkened to comfort from his elder son^ and tried 
to convince himself that his fears might prove to have 
been altogether ungrounded. And a letter from Abel 
about a month affcer^ written in a kind and .cheerful 
spiritj restored him apparently to his usual oomposurej 
80 that it might be said that Dovenest was again happy^ 
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CHAPTER II. 



Among the lowly households closely connected in 
ancient friendship with the family at Dovenest^ there 
was none so' dear on any account as that of Sprinkeld^ 
a cottage that stood by itself in a sheltered holm^ a 
few fields from Lasswade. It had been built by a na- 
tive of the village^ a prosperous tradesman^ who died 
in the prime of life^ leaving a widow and one daughter. 
His widow did not long survive him; and the child 
was left to the care of a female relation who had 
resided in the family^ and who loved the orphan^ 
Agnes Hay^ as tenderly as if she had been her mother. 
This excellent person had lost her husband many years 
before^ and had no children. Her whole income con- 
sisted of the very moderate jointure which she enjoy- 
ed as the Widow of a Clergyman^ from the best of all 
Charitable Institutions ; but this^ added to the little 
fortune of her ward^ was a complete independence^ and 
enabled them to lead the same life to which they had 
been accustomed^ without difficulty or privation. Ag- 
nes Hay had^ therefore^ nevef felt what it is to be an 
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orphan. She had lost both her parents before she was- 
eight years old ; and at that innocent and joyful age, less 
than one single summer suffices to wipe away the bit* 
teiest tears^ although their source is still left open in the 
impainful affection of the heart. Perhaps those early 
afflictions gave a somewhat deeper tone of pensiveness 
to a character naturally thoughtful and sedate ; and no 
doubt the remembrances of her dead parents survived 
mate distinctly and tenderly in that retired and almost 
solitary life. Being an only child, and having had few 
play-mates, her thoughts and feelings naturally revert- 
ed to the past, so that the bygone happiness of her 
childhood was never entirely forgotten, but continued 
to blend itself with all those unsought enjoyments which 
nature graciously provides for the expanding affections. 
Few incidents or events had occurred to diversify her 
ealm and contented Hfe, nor had any strong emotions 
ever disturbed the tranquillity of her innocence. Each 
succeeding Sabbath found her humbly trusting in that 
contrite spirit, which even the most innocent must feel 
when joining in the servi^s of religion ; and weeks, 
months, and years had glided by^ leaving her now in 
the prime of youth, a favourite with all the families in 
the neighbourhood, even with those to whom she was 
hardly more known than by appearance or name ; while 
at those firesides where she was a familiar guest, she 
was beloved with a perfect love for all those de« 
lightful endowments that showed themselves more at- 
tractively in the unconscious simplicity of her mild 

B 
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and gentle manners^ and almost veiled her beauty it- 
self under that charm of character which belonging pe-^ 
culiarly to the gifted individual is felt to be at once per- 
manent and irresistible. 

Neither Michael Forester nor Agnes Hay knew 
that they were in love with each other. Indeed^ for 
two or three years past^ it had almost seemed as if 
there had been some slight shadow thrown over the 
friendship of the two families. Accidental causes^ such 
as will often arise in the least varied lot^ had made 
the footpath less frequently trodden that led from 
Dovenest to Sprinkeld. But where there is sincere 
and well-founded mutual affection in good hearts^ it 
remains unimpaired among all hindrances^ interrup- 
tions or absence. Pleasant remembrances of words and 
looks supply the place of actual interchanges of kind- 
ness ; and^ perhaps^ the softened images of innocent 
delight^ returning of their own accord upon our hearts^ 
do more than any thing else in this world attach us 
to those with whom that delight had been enjoyed. 
Agnes Hay was frequently hearing the character of 
Michael Forester spoken of by those whom she most 
respected in terms of the highest praise^ — ^his talents^ 
his industry^ his uprightness^ and what was even 
more touching to her heart than them all^ his filial 
piety> and his fond attachment to his infatuated bro- 
ther. Sometimes she thought what happiness it would 
have been had she been his daughter — or his sister — 
or any near blood relation^ so that she might have had 
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thd privil^^ of an inmate of his housdiold. She had 
indeed scarcely one single relation living, but Aunt 
Isobel, as she had called from her infancy the good 
old Lady who was* her protectress. Such thoughts 
passed through her heart oftener than she was aware, 
but without any disturbance of feeling ; for, although 
she interchanged affectionate greetings with Michael 
Forester every Sabbath at church, and not unfrequent« 
ly saw him on ordinary week-day occasions, her heart 
was entirely free from passion. Never had she fallen 
into one single vain dream of him and his dwelling ; 
so that had he married another, it did not se^n to 
Agnes that such an event would have affected, or at 
least diminished the happiness of her contented life. 
And yet, when Aunt Isobel, in speaking of his excel- 
lence, had once said, what a happy woman would be 
the wife of Michael Forester, Agnes had unconsdous" 
ly turned away her face, and as she did so, her eyes 
fell upon the geraniums in all their rich and variegated 
glow which she had'received from him, and had tend- 
ed with assiduous care, as she herself thought entirely 
for the sake of their own beauty. 

With Michael Forester the case was somewhat dif- 
ferent. He was fifteen years older than Agnes, and al- 
though the growing charms of her Womanhood had gra- 
dually inspired him with far other feelings than those 
with which he had been accustomed to regard the pretty 
little child that he had often led by the hand through 
his gardens, and sent aveay happy as a fairy with a bunch 
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of flowers — ^yet a sense of the disparity of years^ whidi 
to him seemed far greater than it was in reality^ kept 
down^ as if it were even in his conscience^ any fonder af- 
fection far Agnes as she had been stealing into the beauty 
of her prime. It seemed impossible that she could 
We him ; and that belief in the mind of such a man 
overcame all vain hopes^ and reconciled him without 
much pain to the thought of some day seeing Agnes Hay 
the wife of another. He therefore strove with himself 
and not altogether unsuccessfullyj not indeed to abstain 
from her society^ for that was impossible^ but to regard 
her at all times as one. to whom he could never be 
more than a friend^ or a brother^ or a father. Some- 
times in the quiet of a beautiful summer evenii^^ when 
m his silent leisure his mind unconsciously framed pic- 
tures of the future^ he felt that to Agnes Hay he could 
be all these^ and more^ far more than them all ; that to 
see her beautiful countenance at that lattice window, — 
her delightful figure walking along that green, — ^her 
white arms employed in training the roses around the 
trellice-work of that humble porch, — ^to hear her name 
him in the £Euniliar words of love, and tune her soft voice 
especially for his ear — thoughts like these did sometimes 
indeed overpower him — ^for he had led a pure and un« 
stained life, vice had withered not one fibre of his heart, 
he had Wasted none of his best emotions on unworthy 
objects, so that his visions of domestic happiness were 
bright and strong, and he looked on them with the 
same solemn, devout and sacred spirit with which, on the 
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Sttbbath-day^ he entered the place set apart for wordiip. . 
Bat still the belief recurred that Agnes could not love 
him— that she would one day be another man's wife— 
and in depriving himself of the dangerous enjoyment 
of his own loving, almost impassioned thoughts — he 
felt that such self-denial brought its own ^recompense, 
and heightened that happiness whidi Providence had 
allowed -him to enjoy without either fear or blame, and 
which he humbly acknowledged was sufficient for con- 
tentment and gratitude* 

One beautiful Sabbath-evening, Michael Forester 
was walking by himself along the banks of the Esk, 
and met Agnes Hay going to Roslin to bring home her 
Aunt, who had that day attended Divine service in that 
church. The meeting at such a time, and in such a 
state of their affections, was felt by them both to be more 
than usually happy. Agnes took Michael's arm with 
cheerful willingness, and they spoke of every thing 
most interesting to the welfare of their respective 
homes. The sweet serenity of the afternoon was in 
perfect unison with that of their own hearts, and Agnes, 
the orphan Agnes, with such a friend by her side, felt 
as calmly confident of the duration of her peace, as if 
nlae had had a hundred kind and rich relations alive, 
and the future provided and fenced in against the in- 
trusion of any earthly calamities. All the woods were 
ringing with vernal delight and joy, and her counte- 
nance, whose general character was meek and pensive, 
was now tinged with the very light of gladness — ^her 
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8tep8> usually so graoefdl in their composurej were now 
no less so in the buoyancy of exhilaration^ and wil^oat 
doing the slightest violence to the natiye and prevalent 
modesty of her demeanour^ the innocent creature's per- 
fect happiness enlivened every attitude and every mo- 
tion^ while not altogether unconscious^ perhaps^ of the 
power of her beauty^ she stepped over stone and stalky 
on their devious hill-side tracks through the overhang- 
ing trees whose branches sometimes almost impeded 
their progress^ and touched their heads with the first 
odorous buds of an early spring. 

Dovenest and its gardens lay before them at a sud- 
, den bend of the river. The Cushat-dove was sound- 
ing his deep song in the pines behind the low thatch- 
ed roof^ and in front the bright Golden Oak^ whose fo- 
liage preceded by at least a fortnight that of all the 
other trees^ shone in the setting sun. ^^ Will- you cross 
the stepping-stones^ my dear Agnes^ and see how this 
Spring promises in our gardens ? You have not been 
within our gate once during this finest and most for- 
ward of all Aprils^ and to-morrow is May-day." Ag- 
nes was glad to comply^ and they descended into the 
channel of the river^ where> at the head of a stream that 
formed a small waterfall^ there was a natural ledge of 
rock> over which^ when the water was low^ it was easy 
to cross the Esk. The showery April had however 
slightly flooded the stream^ and while Agnes was speak- 
ing of going round by the wooden bridge^ Michael 
Forester took her gently in his arms^ and in a few mo^ 
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Aients let l^er doivn from his breast^ in all her blush- 
ing beauty^ on the turf of his own paternal acres. Hie 
heart within that manly breast^ by habit and'duty in 
general so calm^ beat as loudly as if it were the heart 
of fear itself in an unexpected peril. Her pure breath 
had been close to his cheeky closer than it had ever be- 
fore been since she was a child^ and he had felt on his side 
the motion of that virgin bosom^ where purity, inno- 
cence and loveliness were folded up together in most 
beautiful repose. " She is an orphan/' thought Michael 
-*oh! that this very blessed day I could win her 
heart !" and hope came to him from the unoffended ex- 
pression of her downcast eyes^ as they walked arm in 
arm towards his house. Few words were uttered by 
him«^and none by Agnes — till they entered the little 
white gate^ with its arch^f woodbine and sweetbriar ; 
and as it closed behind them^ Michael Forester felt sud- 
denly that what he loved most on this earth was now with- 
in the boundaries of his own dwelling. Dearer was she to 
him than all his other best and happiest possessions-^ 
than all other remembrances— all other hopes— even 
than his Other's grey hairs. Yet at the very time that 
he thus knew in the tumult of his hearty that the hit 
and meek orphan was^ and 'must for ever be to him 
life itself^ and that without her life would be as deaths 
yet his other human affections were not lost or swal- 
lowed up in that stronger love^ but rather all compre- 
hended within its influence^ so that he loved both fa- 
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ther and brother^ and his other ^epds^ belter for the 
sake of his own Agnes Hay. 

. With a faltering voice/ which he in vain tried to 
compose^ Michael Forester said^ with great tendemesa^ 
'^ The time was — ^Agnes — ^when you came almost every • 
day to Dovenest. Then it was only week after week 
— ^now I may say it is only month after month — and in 
future^ perhaps^ it may be only year after year. Yet 
it might be better for me if it were so — for^ Agnes, you. 
ivill be the wife of another soon perhaps — and whenever 
that happens, may the blessing .of God fall upon you^ 
but from that day shall I be the most miserable of men. 
I love you, Agnes — ^but I know that you cannot love 
me— ^it is impossible !" And as the image of the hir. 
child passed before him, dancing along the very walk 
where they now stood, with garlands of flowers wreath- 
ed round her small waist and arms, he felt with a pang 
that Agnes could not now look on him as a lover, whom 
she must have so long regarded with such other feel- 
ings, and he remained silent in his despair. 

The whole heart of Agnes Hay seemed to herself to 
have undergone a deep change since she had met Mi- 
chael only an hour ago; but, in truth, she had for 
years loved him in the undisturbed innocence of her 
gentle nature. She had, offcener.than she knew, thought 
of him, as a certain despondency would sometimes come 
over her when musing on her orphan state; and therefore 
this avowal of his love, although wholly unexpect^d> 
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jid not find her altog^her unprepared. The words, 
heard at first with a deligktfiil doubt of their meaning,, 
reached, before Michael had ceased speakiiig,. the yery, 
Qore of her heart; and never having had any attadh^ 
ment to any other person, beyond that of mere ordinary 
kindness, she felt that she could give him all that her 
}ife had ever contained, without reserve of one single 
transitory feeling. " Impossible to love Michael Fo* 
rester I — no — ^no — say not so^I have loved you ever ; 
and I will love you as long as I know to love all that is 
good, worthy, and most estimable in a Christian hus- 
band." That one last word was sufficient for Michael. 
Forester's perfect happiness, and he folded this beauti- 
ful orphan in as warm and reverential an embrace as 
ever brought woman to man's beating bosom. 
. They walked for a while silent and composed through, 
the dewy arbours ; and stood hand in hand beside the 
dial, shadowless at the sweet hour of eight, in the last, 
dewy evening of April. All around was- orderly— - 
peaceful — ^prosperous, and beautiful. Then, as if by 
the same impulse, they bent their way towards the 
house ; and Michael fervently blessed his Agnes as she. 
stepped across the threshold. They sat down together- 
in the neat little parlour, whose window looked up the 
Bsk upon a home-scene hemmed in by a fantastic sweep 
of wooded rocks. The large Family Bible was lying;, 
open on the table, and Michael taking the hand of hisr 
Agnes, laid it'upon the sacred volume, and in that be- 
tro(;hment, with a reverei^tial prayer of thanks^ving. 
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they vowed to love one another until death. Agnes 
shed a few tears over the blessed page^ but they were 
such tears as nature consecrates to her best affections^ 
and assuredly were not of evil omen. Michael Fores- 
ter kissed others away from her sweet eyes^ as her head 
rested upon his breast^ and in that tender and sacred 
embrace in which he folded his betrothed^ and in which 
a pious spurit expressedits gratitude to Heavenfor an un- 
hoped and boundless happiness^ Agnes felt beyond all 
possibility of being deceived^ that she had committed 
her lot in this life to a man who knew the value of in- 
nocence^ and in wedlock would cherish and respect it. 
But voices were heard near the porch^ and although 
Agnes knew well whose they were^ and had nothing to 
fear from such intruders, yet a new tremor crept over her 
at their approach, and her heart that had beat tranquil- 
ly in the arms of her lover, palpitated violently as she 
arose to meet her own Aunt Isobel and old Adam Fo- 
rester. 

A few words from Michael explained the reason of 
all those unusual tears, and that speechless confusion. 
Aunt Isobel could not but give herself some little cre- 
dit for having always internally predicted that this 
would be a marriage some day ; but now that her few 
doubts and misgivings were removed, and she found 
that she was, in good truth, a prophetess, she could 
not help weeping in her joy, as she thought that how, 
die when i^e might, her beloved orphan would not be 
left desolate. The old man had always loved Agnes 
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as his o^;ni c!iild> and had sometimes allowed himself 
to wish that Abel had been deserving of such a wife. 
Now that his eyes were opened to what he had never be- 
fore suspected^ and saw Michael in possession of such 
a treasure^ he blessed her with a fervent voice^ and pro- 
nounced her name^ as if he dwelt upon the sounds for the 
name of the daughter he had lost was Agnes^ and he had 
read it but a few hours ago on her gravestone. The 
thought of poor. Abel^ and his cureless follies^ passed 
across the old man's mind> and be felt that, if that dear 
boy would but repent and reform, it would be a bleitoed ^ 
lot to be gathered with the dead, for that then the 
whole happiness possible to human life would have 
been his, and it would therefore be time to depart. 
But the closing shades of evening warned the party 
to break up — ^the stars were already faintly visible 
—and Agnes, who did not forget others in her own 
happiness, feared that Aunt Isobel might suffer from 
the cold dews. So, in a few minutes, they left Dove- 
nest ; but not before the evening psalm had been sung, 
in which the voice of Agnes, silvery sweet, but some- 
what tremulous, touched Michael's heart, in his own 
house, with a profounder emotion than his nature had 
ever experienced before, — while the old man, unable to 
withstand the beauty of its holiness, could not continue 
his part in the sacred melody, but bowed down his 
head, and, with a broken voice, breathed a few words of 
thanksgiving. 
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CHAPTER III. 



Few ostentatious ceremonies marked these humble 
nuptials ; yet decent preparations had been made for 
their change of life^ and the marriage-day of Michael 
Forester and Agnes Hay was almost a kind of holi- 
day in Lasswade and its neighbourhoo4- Some little 
idle gossip there had no doubt^ been about the h^ppy 
couple for at least a month before the union^ for Agnes 
:was not only beautiful, but an heiress, and it is sur- 
prising whal interest some good people take in the 
dearest concerns of those with whom they are not per^ 
haps at all acquainted, but for whom they hold them- 
-selres entitled even to judge and decide, from the single 
circumstahce of haring seen them at church. or market^ 
Some wise critics in marriage matters could not help 
thinking that Michael Forester, although a most ex- 
cellent nlan, was somewhat too old and grave for so 
very young and lovely a bride, and were anxious to 
justify that opinioi) by adding some ten years to his 
useful life. Some conscientious persons again, were 
much afraid that Agnes Hay, who had been bred up 
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daintily under the care of her Aunt> who it was well 
known had always taken upon herself the whole 
trouble of house-keepings would make but an indiffer- 
ent wife to a man who followed a laborious profession > 
and would probably expect more activity and frugality 
than it was likely he would find in a young woman 
.spoiled by ease and indulgence. Others wondered^ and 
of their wondering could find no end^ what would be- 
come of poor Mrs Irvine ? Young Mrs Forester would 
surely never be so heartless as to leave her by herself 
at her advanced time of life ; and yet^ should die take 
the good old lady with her to Dovenest^ who could say 
to a certainty that she would prove agreeable to the 
husband^ or to his fstther^ who was well known to be ra- 
ther a particular sort of man^ of perfect integrity^ but 
of a very imperfect temper? 

These serious topics had been very seriously discuss- 
ed at the tea-tables of Lasswade^ .Roslin^ and their 
neighbourhood; and had given rise to many clashing and 
conflicting opinions. All anxiety^ however^ in the pul^c 
mind about Aunt Isobel was removed; for^ even on the 
very marriage-day^ she went with her dearly beloved 
Agnes from Sprinkeld to Dovenest. Her own parlour 
there had been prepared for her weeks beforehand a pret- 
ty parlour it was, the very same in which she had first 
known that Michael and Agnes had pledged their 
troth, — ^with a low roof and one window down to the 
floor, a window that, but for. weekly pruning, would 
soon have been blinded by the clustering roses, and 
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from which she could see a little wateHall, woodiB> and 
rocka> on either side^ a few pasture-fields^ here and there 
the roof of a half-hid house^ or the blue smoke from 
chimneys concealed entirely in the groves of Dryden. 

The summer months passed over Dorenest in per- 
fect happiness ; and that silent and somewhat melan- 
choly spirit that^ for a few years^ had lain on the 
house and grounds^ was now almost wholly dispelled. 
Although the old man could never^ for one day^ for- 
get his Abel^ yet Agnes filled up the void in his heart. 
In all things she was indeed a daughter. There Was 
no interference however slight with his habits> formed 
insensibly during the lapse of so many years^— no hind- 
rance from household arrangements ever met him in any 
of his own peculiar ways^ fr-om morning to night>-^no 
formal officiousness ever caused him trouble by its ill- 
timed attempts to prevent or remove it — ^no unimportant 
word — ^no unsympathising look ever made him feel that 
there was a separation between the souls of the old and 
young. But Agnes^ from the first week of her abode 
at Dovenest^ had felt and understood^ with the delicate 
and fine discrimination of a loving nature^ the preva- 
lent spirit of the household. In the fearless confidence 
of an affection which was to endure for life^ she gently 
took upon herself the management of all those little 
concerns necessary for her father's comfort^ and walked 
about the place with as fiuniliar and unrestrained a 
happiness as if she had herself been bom in the house^ 

and had attended on her fSsither frcMn the earliest years 

10 
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of moral reason. Sprinkeld itself, pleasant place as it 
was^ and the scene of her whole previous happy life, 
was not forgotten^ but remored^ as it were^ £Bur back in« 
to the distance of years. Fcnr in her husband's house 
was her whole heart centered — ^beyond the white gar* 
den-gate her thoughts never strayed^ and all the beaa« 
tiful or affecting images^' which other happy days and 
scenes had supplied^ were now all collected together 
within the bounds of Dovenest. A thousand delight- 
ful visits which she had made there long ago, and had 
forgotten, now rose distinctly to her remembrance ; she 
recollected the voice — ^the figure — the occupation^ — ^the 
kindness to her then a child of him who was now her 
husband ; and in all those renewals of the past made in- 
voluntarily, and by the mere force of affection, there 
was nothing different frcmi what she now experienced, 
but although at that time imperfectly understood, the 
same goodness, integrity, and peace had been witness- 
ed, within whose bosom she now lived in love and grati- 
tude. 

Michael Forester led outwardly just his usual lifs. 
But the whole world had to him undergone a sudden 
and blessed transformation. Hitherto, he had been 
happy in the cultivation and enlargement of his intel- 
lect — in the discharge of his duties — rand in the indul- 
gence of filial and paternal affection. These ]deasure» 
were with him still, but now a being, simpler, purer, 
more innocent far,— OHMre benignant towards aiU her 
fellow-creatures, and more entirely pious to her Crea« 
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tor^ than he felt it possible^ that he himself^ or any 
other man could be — laid herself and her whole life in 
trust within hia bosom. Such blessedness^ only a few 
months before, he had not even ventured to imagine^ 
much less to hope. Agnes Hay he indeed had al- 
ways loved, but only as one most fair and good, who 
was to be nothing more to him, and every thing to some 
happier man. Now, their lives were blended together^ 
and he felt his whole character elevated and purified 
by the union. Not a day now passed without absolute 
happiness, without calm and deep enjoyment. Every 
day was now divided into hours of different delight, so 
that life itself, which formerly escaped away unnoticed, 
year following year in confusion within the memory, 
seemed now to be prolonged by the continual and un- 
interrupted succession of employments for the hand 
and the heart, each giving way to the other, but when 
over, still all remembered. 

- Adam Forester now worked but seldom, and when 
he did, only for his amusement. This his son insisted 
upon ; for there was no need to conceal from his father 
that his strength was much decayed, and that his work- 
days were over. We know not what causes within the 
soul may affect, for good or evil, the body of old age. 
It seemed as if all Abel's misconduct, and even his de- 
sertion of home, had not touched the old man's frame 
so strongly as the perfect happiness with which he now 
saw himself surrounded. That happiness had given a 
shock — a gentle one no doubt, but still not unper- 
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oeived — ^tb that frame which had borne undepressed 
and unfaltering the weight of threescore and ten la- 
borious years^ with all their inevitable anxieties and 
sorrowB. His hand^ long so steady^ had now more than 
a slight tremble when lifted up in prayer ; even with 
his glasses he could read the Word of Qod no more ; 
but the voice of Agnes^ soft and low as it was^ was still 
not indistinctly heard by his now dulled ear^ when 
louder tones were all undistinguishable ; and on her arm 
alone would he lean in his Sabbath- walk along the Esk> 
and confess to her his dutiful daughter^ that an unpain- 
ful sense of weakness told him to hold himself ready for 
perhaps a sudden summons. But such solenm thoughts 
were reserved for solemn times ; and so cheerful were 
his ordinary converse and demeanour^ that it was re- 
marked by all his neighbours^ that although there might 
be a change for the worse in his bodily frome^ yet that 
the youth of Adam Forester's mind seemed indeed to 
have been renewed. 

But the happiness of this household would have been 
incomplete without Aunt Isobel. She was indeed the 
most lively and cheerful of all possible old ladies^ blest 
with untameable good spirits^ and that happy constitu- 
tional temperament that cannot abide the pressure of 
unnecessary or undue sorrows. Having been all her life 
long^ from mere childhood^ thrown upon her own re- 
sources^ and accustomed to a busy^ bustlings and care- 
ful life, all her energetic qualities had been cultivated 
to the utmost, and she looked upon idleness as at once 

c 
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the greatest of sins and of punishments. She was al- 
ways doing something, and would have found some re- 
gular employment even in the solitary cell of a prison* 
Yetj although constantly on the alert, she was never 
teasing nor troublesome in her activity^ — although per- 
petually moving about^ she was never in any body's 
way^ and in the midst of her multifarious concerns, she 
always wore a smiling face, as if perfectly mktress of 
her business, and sure of the result, which result was 
never her own ease, of which she at no time thought, but 
the ease, comfort, or happiness of others. She was not 
much of a literary woman, although her powers of wit, 
humour, and raillery, would have set many a blue- 
stocking aghast, but nevertheless she had her Album. 
A formidable quarto it was, and therein had she copied, 
in a neat old-^fashioned hand, full of dexterous contrac- 
tions, and in an orthography^ original and ingenious, al- 
most every receipt, however recondite, known to theth^i 
culinary world. Indeed, that book of magic told how 
best to do every thing that could be done in any house, 
from hall to hut. And although Aunt Isobelhadnever had 
an opportunity of displaying her knowledge and powers 
on a very splendid scale, yet had it been acknowledged 
by the whole world, that Sprinkeld was a perfect mo- 
del of the most beautiful order and neatness that ever 
was seen, and that every thing within doors, just as 
without, seemed to go on of itself by some natural pro- 
cess, change succeeding change without any apparent 
effort, like the very seasons. 
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Witb a heart full of tendemiess^ and alive to every 
kind human feelings Mrs Irvine^ for that was Aunt Iso- 
bel's name^ made no pretence to sensibility. On the 
contrary^ she was much averse to the shedding of 
tears^ which she thought should be reserved for solemn 
occasions, frequent enough, as she had herself expe- 
rienced, in this uncertain world. Although the most 
charitable of Christians in thought, word, and deed, 
she disliked the whining even of real poverty and dis- 
tress ; and often gave alms with a severe countenance, 
which some finer spirits might probably think dimmed 
the merit, and marred the beauty of the charitable 
deed. But Mrs Irvine thought neither of the merit 
nor the beauty of her limited charities, — ^they were 
from a kind, humble, and pious heart, and she thought 
her Maker would be best pleased when he beheld her 
relieving, under his providence, the wants of the wor- 
thy, and sometimes even giving unto the vicious and the 
wicked, since their wants are indeed the greatest and 
the most mournful that can he£al the children of men. 
Hers was a deep, still, unostentatious religion, that but 
slightly coloured her outward demeanour upon week- 
days ; but duly as the Sabbath came, her whole ap- 
pearance, person, and deportment were calmed and 
elevated. Every worldly care, however laudable in it- 
self at other times, was now thrown aside with her 
weekly garments ; those quick busy steps became com- 
posed and even dignified ; that sharp shrill voice was 
subdued into a pleasant lowness; her face, which 
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had never at any time been more than comely^ but al- 
ways expressive of goodness and intelligence^ was now 
almost beautiful in its tranquillity^ with her grey hair 
decently braided over her open and yet unwrinkled 
forehead ; and as^ in her black-silk gown^ which were 
her widoVs weeds thirty years ago^ and had never bee-n 
worn but on Sabbaths^ she took her place in her pew in 
the kirk^ and placed before her the Bible which her 
husband had given her on her wedding-day^ there was 
not perhaps in all the congregation one more like a 
lady than she^ if such a distinction may be thought of 
ill such a place^ while assuredly there was not one more 
truly a Christian. 

How then could the £simily at Dovenest be otherwise 
than happy P It seemed to Michael and Agnes as if the 
first summer of their marriage, even independently of 
their own joy^ was most especially beautiful. Never in 
the memory of Adam Forester himself had there been so 
many soft^ warm^ and dewy nights^ so many cloudless 
and sunbright days. In spring the frost had spared 
the blossoms — ^the summer insects had not touched the 
fruits — and the autumn had come mildly to gather her 
ripened riches. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



The merry Christmas-week was just over^ with all 
its festivities^ and the new-year had begun to open aus^ 
piciously on the ^eunily at Dovenest^ when one forenoon 
a stranger of most respectable appearance came into the 
garden^ and inquired for Michael Forester. They re* 
tired into an inner-room^ and the visitor did not take 
his leave for upwards of an hour. Michael accoihpa- 
nied him to the gate^ and on his return into the house^ 
his disturbed and troubled countenance did not for a 
moment escape the notice of his wife. Indeed^ she 
had never before seen her husband so agitated^ and 
knew well enough that something most disastrous miist 
have happened. Her' fears were instantly for Abel ; 
although she could not help dimly apprehending some evil 
personal to Michaelhimself^ so ha^ard> and evenghastly 
was the expression of his long^ dark^ and gloomy silence. 
She followed him into his room^ and sitting down by 
his side^ took hold of his hand, and looked Up to his 
fmo^, but without smiling or uttering a word. Her hus« 
band looked on her with gentle^ but sad^ and even 
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weeping eyes^ and folding her to hisbosom^ said^ — ^' Abel 
has ruined himself and all of us for ever. Yes^ Agnes^ 
he has beggared us all — and> oh ! Agnes^ what is worse 
— far far worse than beggary^ he has committed a fear- 
fill and a fatal crimes-is a forger — ^and a felon — ^may 
die the death of shame*— and the white head of the old 
man may yet be brought to the dust in agony and dis- 
honour. Yes— it will kill him — Abel has murdered 
his father — Abel whom he loved so tenderly — ^Abel 
whom he will yet weep over in forgiveness^ when his 
tongue no more is able to pronounce a blessing. Poor 
lost unhappy boy ! we will all of us forgive him*-<tnd^ 
oh ! Agnes! that the wide sea were now rolling between 
him and us^ so that the dreadful arm of the law might 
not reach him^ and his life be safe from the cruelty of 
justice in a foreign land !" 

The time had now come^ soon and unexpectedly^ 
when Agnes felt herself called upon to exert that power 
which her heart told her resided in its pious innocence. 
Norepinisgpang shot through that instructed heart— no 
selfish grief, when thus told suddenly that poverty was 
to be her lot-^no woeful dis^pointment of lawful hopes 
which it had beeaher duty to cherish^**no vain wish- 
no idle thoughts 'flung back to the independent retire- 
ment of Sprinkeldr-^but with the . whole passion of 
love that existed in- her nature^ she embraced her hos^ 
band's neck^ and with every kindest and most encour- 
aging word, addressed to his own car, mingled prayers 
of holiest f«rvour for his peace of mind to the Giver of 



aXL merpies. " Oil ! Michael> what need we care for 
poverty — mj, poor can we never be> although all our 
WQrUdy substance may have melted like the snow. 
For Abejl we most for ever weep — an^ also for. our fa- 
ther — ^but. Michael — my. Michael-r'-yield not to your 
despauTT-he \nU escape: — he will esc^pe-^fear it not — 
.^d, when . w^ hear and know that he is safe^ happier 
shall we all be than ever-r-although that, indeed^ isim- 
posaible» ioty sipce.I ww. your wife> .too happy have I 
bee« for any one in this ^ic^rtal worlds" 
. . It was fortunate that Adam Foresiter had gpne^ this 
B.unny fwi^nopn^ to Roslin> and thus escaped hearing 
this intelligence^ which> no doubt^ the. stranger would 
Jiftve QomiffljtTii^ted to him had he ibeen at ho^ne. In 
a wonde^pfully short, time^ Michael receya'ed first from 
the fever^ and tiien from the, stupor of that great ^ief. 
Agnes had had no arta. of allurement ,or &scinatipn^ 
when she was a maideai-^i-but in h^ .un,neserved sim- 
plicity had she giy^i.him her afectji^n* Nor. since 
her marriage had j^e ever soi^^t to §way his mind^ 
either in trifling or;seriouB oon€»eins> but by.the truth 
and purity of dki|ite;cested loyoj wluoh had no other 
object in this life. but: to make him happy. Now^ she 
had mpide use not pf many words^ nor yet of very many 
tears^ but those that were said and shed had done their 
dficOj and her husband was perfectly composed in ^his 
most severe ajOSjctipi^. As he l(>pk6d on her' calm^ still 
beautiful ia/ce. ^moal^ sn^Uing^ and whichu had it not been 
for the thoQghtspf Abel^ would most assuredly have smil- 
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ed with its usual untroubled sweetness on the prospect 
of poverty or even want> he could not but feel the ut- 
ter worthlessness of all other possessions; while the 
hopeful light of her eyes beaming fondly upon him 
forced him to believe that his brother would escape^ 
and that the worst evil he had feared need no more 
haunt his ims^ination. Each tear as it fell at times 
down her cheek upon his — each almost repressed sigh 
— each whisper of comfort when no word was sylla« 
bled^ and each consoling sentence of wisest words^ when 
her emotion permitted utterance to her calm voice^ re* 
stored him more and more nearly to his usual tran- 
quillity. A sort of haze hung over the evil that had 
befallen— its most hideous features ware hidden^-^and 
all those cheering thoughts arose, which, whencesoever 
they came, and by whomsoever inspired, are in times of 
distress the sure reward of a virtuous and pious life. 

Aunt Isobel now came bustling with her usual mirth 
and vivacity into the room, but instantly phanged her 
mood and her manner when her eyes met those of Ag- 
nes. For the first time in her life had she now seen 
in these eyes something like an expression of misery, 
which was not diminished by the faint smile that re- 
luctantly passed over their tears. Could it be, she 
thought, that Michael had been unkind?-— «nd she 
turned towards him an almost upbraiding look. But 
Michael kissed the brow of Agnes^and putting her 
hand into that of her guardian, for that was still her 
deserved name, he earnestly desired the old lady not 
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to be disturbed while he told her q£ a very great and 
melancholy misfortune^ the details of ^ which he had not 
yet communicated fiilly even to his wi&» 

'^ The stranger who left the house about an hour 
ago is a respectable person in trade in Edidburgh^ and 
my unhappy brother— -poor Abel> instigated, no doubt, 
and assisted by that villain Mansell, has forged upon 
him to a very large amount. Abel has got the money 
-^-and unless I repay it — Mr Maxwell will do all he 
can to discover, apprehend, and bring my brother to 
punishment ; that is, to death — yes, to certain irrepriev- 
able death. If I make good the loss he has sustained, 
he will suffer the affair to rest, Abel will escape this 
time at least, and we may yet rescue him from destruc- 
tion.'' The good old lady s%hed deeply, and wiped 
her eyes, but said not a word, and motioned him to 
proceed. " At my father's death, which Qod remove 
to a distant day, you know this property is mine, bur- 
thened with a considerable mortgage, and a small annu- 
ity to Abel. We have some outstandiiig debts due to us 
—and you know the amount of the fortune my beloved 
Agnes brought me, — all together would no more than 
repay what Mr Maxwell has lost by my infatuated bro- 
ther's cnme." — '' Hush ! Hush !" said Agnes, ''I think I 
hear my Other's footsteps J" They listened, but it had 
<mly been the motion of some bird among the withered 
leaves. ^^ Yes, my dear Agnes, I feel the meaning 
of your fears— to know all that we know would break 
the old man's heart* I did not think it necessary to 
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oonsnlt yott what ought. tQ bd dime— hsq^ trusting to 
your appjroyal> I told Mr Maxwell that I would midce 
good what he had lost to the last shilliiig I possessed^ 
or would possess for years to oome. But I told him 
that it wsqld certainly kill my fietther to be t<dd of 
Abel's crime> so I have become his debtor to the whole 
amount he desired^ and while I continue to pay him the 
interest^ he will not demand the principal till my fa- 
ther's death. Th^i Dovenest must be sold^ and we 
must seek out^ in our poverty^ for another habitation." 
Michael rose from his seat at the close of these words^ 
and paced hurriedly up and down the room. ^^ Alas ! 
Mrs Irvine^ you will think now — ^it will be impossible 
for you not to think it^ that Agnes Hay has made an 
unhappy marriage, and that you brought her up so ten- 
derly, and so wisely, t6 become miserable sat last. And 
yet, if I could die for my Agnes, if for her sake 
I could pour out from my heart every drop it contains, 
if I could purchase her peace through life by the. mu- 
tilation of tny limbs and miserable decease in a lazar- 

house ^".— ^^ Oh ! Michael ! my husband, what is this 

I hear ? Did you not promise^ even now, when you press- 
ed me, as you said with pride^ to you^ bosom^ to think 
nothing of this evil which> since Abel is to be spared, 
is no evil ^t all ? — No ! Michael-^it is a blesaing-r-a 
blessing from that Being who has been nfiDst merdfdl 
to us all our days^ who guarded my orphan head by day 
and nightj and has given me the gift:^ a humble and 
ccmtented spirit." And so sayings the beautiful young 
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wife kndlt dowa> and Added her bands beneath her 
boBom 07er the babe.that stirred within her^ andgave 
her a foretaste of a.jaother's joy. ** Disturb her not— 
distvrb her not/!, said her goardian with sobs that 
might not be oontnilied. ' '^ Not L^not I was' it that 
tanglit my Agnes^i-her Tirtaes . are from God, and 
£nm God came the lore that putteth to shame all 
worldly wisdom, and maketh her alike fit for the- trials 
of earth, or the reward of heaven." 

It was no sudden and transient fit of enthusiasm, 
but the calm deep movement of piety that kept Agnes 
in the attitude of prayer. To the meaning of her words, 
high as it was, her nature was to be for ever true. No 
exultation felt she in her submissiveness ; it was the 
strong humility of a perfectly resigned heart. The 
fair sight breathed a corresponding calm over those 
who in themselves had not perhaps been so comforted, 
and, on rising from her knees, she was rewarded by 
the peace on her husband's feice, and the kind eyes of 
her guardian, that looked on her with a sabbath smile. 
And now the old man's footsteps were evidently heard ; 
every cheek was dried, and every voice composed to cheer- 
fulness, when their father entered the room. He put 
his staff in the usual c(Hmer, and said with animation, 
*' Children, I have had a sharp walk, and it is a fine 
black frost — let us to our meal — iax an east-wind gives 
a good appetite, and I think that I may yet live to see 
another Christmas." 

The small round table was now covered with its 
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white doth, and placed near a blazing root-fire. Agnes; 
with even more than her usual tenderness^ wheeled the 
old high-backed arm-chair into its place. The old 
man held up his withered hand^ and bowed down his 
hoary head in a thanksgiving over the frugal repast, 
and^ forgetting or hushing within their hearts all pain- 
fill thoughts, the fiEunilf broke their bread in peace, and 
there were even smiles sent round the board, which, in 
spite of that sore distress, was blessed of Heaven. 



THE F0RK8TSBS. 45 



CHAPTER V. 



A SNOW-STORM had t>een blowing throughout the day 
fitnn all points of the compass^ and huge drifts blocked 
up almost all the roads and paths leading into the val- 
ley of the Esk. The family of Dovenest were sitting 
somewhat late on a January night round a blazing fire^ 
nor did the secret^ which their hearts had kept from the 
old man^ painful as it was to think upon> prevent them 
from enjoying much happiness. Indeed^ by their con- 
stant care to look cheerful at ail times in his presence^ 
they had often made themselves really so^ when if left 
to themselves they could not but have been oppressed 
with anxiety and grief. Adam Forester had that night 
spoken frequently of Abel^ and lamented that they did 
not know where he was ; for^ said he, ** I wished to 
have sent him a New- Year's gift^ which he> no doubt, 
must be sorely in need of — ^the poor boy has not, I 
fear, such a comfortable house as we have over his 
head this wild night—not such a fire as ours to sit by 
—no— no — ^Why did he ever leave his father's house ?" 
Soon after these words, the old man fell asleep in his 
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chair^ and nothing more was said by anybody to dis- 
turb bis slumber. Michael took his book^ Agnes sat 
before him at her work^ of a kind most affecting to the 
heart of a young wife^ and Aunt Isobel^ whom nobody 
ever saw idle^ was moving about the room with noise- 
less steps^ and getting ready the evening meal by the 
time the old man should awake^ which he was sure to 
do when the clock gave wamiag before the hour of 
eight. Early hours^ night and mornings were kept at 
Doveiiest^ with some variation^ both in winter and stun- 
tner^ and from November till the end of March^ nine was 
the hour of evening prayer. 

A loud blow struck the door^ and then a man^ dress- 
ed in red^ like an officer of justice^ burst into the room. 
He looked round for a few seconds with a stem sinile, 
and then said« '* Aye — aye — ^you have put Master Abel 
to bed I trow — but the bird is not flown — ^he is in the 
cage-^so^ good folks^ without more ado> let him be 
produced — I must do my duty/' and he laid down a 
pair of hand-cuffs on the table. 

Adam^ roused from his sleep' by that horrid intra* 
sion^ kept his eyes fixed in a ghastly stare upon the 
pitiless wretch^ while his withered cheeks were white 
as ashes. " Giles Mansell has forged on the Baidc of 
Scotland^ and his crony^ Abel Forester^ your son^ old 
man^ is implicated. The brass plates were found in 
the garret he inhabited not long since — but no need of 
palaver^ hanging is but hanging, so bring him out, or I 
must have a search in the rookery." 

11 
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The old msUi now knew that Abel was a forger^ and 
saw him on the scaffold. He gave no sigh^ no groan, 
no shudder^ but, as if a bar of iron had struck him on 
the temple, or vapour damp suffocated him, his head 
fell back, and his features grew rigid, as in the grasp 
of death. Isobel saw the change, and soon bathed his 
forehead. But Michael questioned the officer, who, 
unmoved, without circumlocution, and in a few plain 
and dreadful words, repeated the frightful truth. 

The miserable father seemed to hear in his swoon j 
and raising himself up in his chair, which he was toe 
weak to leave, fastened his eyes once more, as in fas- 
cination upon a serpent. ^' Abel has done many things 
sore amiss, Mr M^Intyre, for I know your name. Sir, 
but he is no forger," and the very sound of that fatid 
word struck on his heart like a knell, while with his eyes 
still fixed in dreadful doubt on the officer's dark scowl- 
ing countenance, and, with a forced smile of h<^ that 
passed away over his quivering lips and cheeks, he laid 
back his white head once more, and uttered one long 
dismal deadly groan of incurable despair. 

M'Intyre searched thoroughly the whole house, and 
then appeared to believe that he had come thither ob 
wrong information. He sat down, laid his loaded pis- 
tols on the table, and helped himself to food. Mean- 
while Michael had taken his father in his arms, and 
carrying him into his own room, laid him on his bed. 
He tried to comfort him in his agony, but his fa- 
ther, although he looked on him, did not seem 



} 
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to hear or to understand his words. Agnes came and 
sat down at the bed-side^ holding the old man's head 
between her hands — and Michael returned to the room 
he had left. M^Intyre was eating greedily^ and de- 
manded liquor^ which was given. There the fiend sat 
with his shaggy eye-brows^ coarse features^ and saUow 
complexion^ dead to all human misery. The thief- 
taker had once been a soldier^ and had seen much of ho- 
nourable and dishonourable death. For twenty years^ 
.-*for the wretch's coarse hair was grizzled, — ^it had 
been his business to prowl about prisons, — ^to lock cells 
upon guilt and despair, — to sit cold as ice beside quak- 
ing caitiffs at the Bar, — and to do hideous work about 
scaffolds on days of execution. Even he had an idea of 
duty — ^inexorable with a warrant — and not to be brib- 
ed by the criminal on whom he had set his fangs- 
gruff and grim in his integrity that was proof against 
the silver and gold of those who had been driven to 
wickedness by want and famine. 

" Nae doubt it -is hard on your father — Sir — but in 
time he'U get ower it like mysel. It's nae secret — > a' 
Scotland kens it — ^how my ain son, Donald Dhu, rub- 
bed shouthers with the gallows. He had gotten up to 
be sergeant in the Forty-Second — ^the Auld Black- 
Watch — ^but a halbert wouldna content my gentleman, . 
he wad fain be an ensign, so he forges a biU for four 
hunder poun' — ^but his hawse wasna made for hemp, aff 
gaed Donald across the seas, and was shot through the 
heart by a black Nigg^ in the West Indies. Anither 
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stoup o' wliisky. Sir, gin ye please. It's a bitter night, 
eneuch to tirr a taed, and I hae been up to the oxters in 
snaw-pits fifty times between this and Loanhead." 

Michael, who had had time to reflect on the charge 
against Abel, began to recover his spirits^ and to believe 
that this might be a mistake — at all events, he had no 
reason to think that his brother was now in Scotland — 
and in this belief he could bear more patiently the pre- 
sence of the loquacious man of blood. " Weel — ^weel 
—man— I'm* no sorry that this ne'er-do-weel brither o* 
yours is no here the nicht. But dinna think that he'll 
no be gruppit during this verra moon. Think ye he'll 
escape a' the thief-takers between the Land's End and 
John o' Groats ? We're a strong' squad. And then 
there's no a clachan, nor a town, nor a road-side change- 
house, that has nae a hue-and-cry description o' him by 
this time — liker than ony painted picture. There they 
are stuck up on ev«ry smiddy-door — every cross-stane 
»— every gabel-end— every kirk-yett. A fox may as 
weel think o' running in the day-time thro' amang 
houses, and alang the king's high-road, without being 
worried by a thousand curs. The Hue-and-Cry will 
gang down into the verra coal-pits, and the chimley- 
soopers will ken him war he to tak a brush 'owre his 
jBhouther, and blacken his face like the-deil himsel'. 
But here's to you — Sir — this is prime spirit. — I'se war- 
rant it's smuggled." 

Finding that Michael did not join in the conversa- 
tion, the officer lighted his pipe — and sat mute and 
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gnrlj^ witili his huge hand doae upon hk pintnln— till 
the cbdL Btniek twehre, when^ with an oath, he started 
to his feet, and, growling oat that hemnst be at the jail 
by two o'clock, pocketed his weapons, and feoed the 
stonn, still raging foiionsly, in the starless nighL Mi« 
ehael listened at the door^ and heard him plnnging 
throDgh the wreathes away down the Glen. 

Michael's hearty in some d^ree, revived on the re« 
moval of that loathsome reptile, or beast of prey ; and 
just as he was about to go into his fiather's room, the 
old man, supported by Agnes and laobel^ came fee- 
bly forwards, and requested to be placed in his chair; 
** Oh ! Abel, Abel ! why hast thou done this thing ^ 
And is there indeed no pity for thee among thy fellow'- 
creatures? — ^No, they know not how to pardon eadi 
other's sins. But we have not had family worship yet, 
and it must be done before I take to my bed ; for from 
that bed shall I never'be lifted again, till you Michael 
walk at my feet, and lay your father in the only place 
of rest on this cruel earth." But Michael was not able 
to read the chapter, so Agnes, stronger than them all 
in this trial, took the Bible, and read what her fe« 
ther had marked some hours before, with a voice ihat 
fiJtered less and less at every verse, and, at the dooe, 
was almost steady as it had been in the morning wor« 
ship. 

A pane in the window that moved on a hinge was 
stirred, and a well-known whisper said,-«*'' Brother—- 
brother !" The old feeble man started like a youth io 

4 
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his feet at the sound of Abel's voice. The door waft 
unlocked^ and there in the midst of them, all drenched 
withsleet and snow^ stood the poor hunted £eloin. ^'Kitt 
me«-]ds8 me^ Abel-— for I am sick— sick at heart," and 
the miserable man laid his icy cheek close to that of 
his &ther. Instinctively he suprported him to his cfaAir, 
and knelt down> leaning his head upon his fi&ther's 
knees. ^* Will not that fearful fiend return against us ?" 
said the old man, looking wildly towards the door — 
and Michael stood in his giant strength before his fs^ 
ther and his brother, resolved that not a hair of Abel's 
head should be touched till he himself was killed. But 
the officer had obeyed his instructions, and was now 
nules on his road to Edinburgh. 

Abel had for weeks suffered more pain — hunger—. 
and cold — ^more searching misery of mind and body, 
than had almost ever fallen to the lot of man ; and the 
relief now yielded by the very light and heat of the 
hearth was felt in his spirit through its frame. They 
who loved him so dearly would fain have spared him 
the agony of shame in telling the extent of his delin« 
quendes ,* all that they desired was to hear from him 
if he had any hope, if there was any chance of escape. 
But his sm — ^his shame — ^his suffering were now all for 
a time forgotten ; for a cold flutter, he said, was tug- 
ging at his heart, and he fell down like a corpse upon 
the fioor. His &ther, who, a few minutes before, was 
unable to walk across the room unassisted, now raised 
his son's head with an arm of strength, and along with 
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Michael^ bore him to that bed in which -he had slept 
for so many tranquil and innocent years. Ev^ry other 
fear was lost in that of his immediate dissolution ; and 
the old man expressed his determination to sit by him 
during the whole night. The lights were soon extin-' 
guished — all but one taper — and at dead of midnight 
there was silenoe> if not sleep over all the house. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



Had Adam Forester been even a stem and austere 
father^ instead of one most indulgent and forgiving^ 
tHe pitiable condition of his son must have softened all 
judgment of his undutiful transgressions. His guilt 
bad been greats but so had already been its punish- 
ment. He had found himself inextricably involved 
in many dishonest and dangerous practices by Mansell^ 
whose sister he hftd privately married. That unprin- 
cipled person had urged him to the commission of all 
tbode acts which had made him amenable to the crimi- 
nal law^ and had indeed so practised upon his easy and 
credulous nature^ as to lead his hand into guilt with- 
out even a clear knowledge in his mind that he was 
perpetrating any crime. Mansell, a man of education 
Bnd ingenuity^ had been an engraver^ and had applied 
his knowledge of that art to the worst purposes. Abel 
•had been made a convenient tool of by his abandoned 
brother-ixi^law> and at last- found that he had brought 
himseK close to the very edge of destruction. He 
scarcely knew the exact extent of his own guilt. But 
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he knew that he had been proclaimed a felon— and 
that the officers of justice had for some time been in 
search of him on a capital charge. Mansell wa^ some- 
where hidden in the wide darkness of London^ and 
Abel's wife was concealing herself in the north of Eng- 
land> tiU it might be possible for him to elude the keen 
blood-hounds that were hunting him out^ and join her 
at an appointed place in those secluded regions. 

Abel had at last been driven to such extremities in 
his endeavours to conceal himself^ that for a week 
he had remained day and night in one of the old tombs 
of the Grey-Friars Church-yard. Now and then he 
had come out like a ghost from that dreadful asylum^ 
and purchased something to keep him alive. The 
weather had been intensely cold^ and the poor criminal 
had been sometimes nearly frozen to death. But the 
love of life> that strong passion^ had supported his 
heart in the .very frostiest famine^ and the agitation of 
an unceasing anxiety had made his blood to circulate^ 
when otherwise it would have been congealed through 
his veins in that open vaults whose only door had some- 
times been a drift of snow. In the squalor of his 
wretchedness he had at last been afraid to go into any 
shop to purchase a loaf to devour in his gnawing hun- 
ger-— eyes looked at him suspiciously^ he thought^ and 
people whispered to each other-Hso that^ unable longer 
to endure that direful imprisonment^ he had issued 
forth in spite of fear^ and in defiance of all emergencies 
had found his way in that snow-storm to the house of his 
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fiifchen Some oiiehad, perkaps^ known hia coimteiiance« 
and informed the police that he had been seen in the 
city ; or M'Intyre's visit to Doveneat might have been 
one of those accidentftl ooinddences, that often bring 
guilt to detection, and at all times hang over the wark** 
era of iniquity, making on a sudden the most safie and 
secret place dangerous as the lion'^s den. 
' His extreme suffering had so worn out both soul and 
.body, that Abel, on his arrival at Dovenest, was at first 
almost insensible to every thing he saw or heard. His 
very remorse was lost in pain, sickness, and exhaua^ 
timi; and while his old grey-headed father had embraced 
Urn onoe more, he scarcely knew that he was in the ^d 
man^s arms. ^^ L^ me lie down.«-father— nfor I am 
dead with weariness, cold, hunger, and want of sleep." 
Adam F<vester's strength had seemed miraculoasly re- 
stored on sight of his son. On his shoulders, rather 
than on Michael's, had the |M!<odigal lean^ as he tot- 
tered to his bed — at that bed-side his father heard his 

hurried confession ; nor would the old man go to his 

« 

own rest till Agnes beseeched hitai with those soft dewy 
eyes, whose gracious power he oould never oppose, and 
promised to call him up before^day-light, with that low 
and plaintive voice which had never yet asked and been 
refiosed, and never would so do until his dying day. 

But long before day-ligfat there was Adam Forei^ter 
sitting by his Abel's bed-side. With his #wn hands 
had he lighted a fire in the rosm, and was preparing 
some food for him when Agnes appeared. A few hours 
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wann sleep had much restored the miserable man ; and 
wholly possessed with the feeling of being once more 
at home— once more a dweller in Dovenest, Abel al- 
most forgot that he was a hunted felon> and that in an 
hour he might be draped from his bed and flung ma- 
nacled into a dungeon. All the evil of these two last 
years^ whether it were sin or sorrow^ guilt or remorse. 
Was banished from his memory — himself of that dis- 
tracted time hadperished away— and he was the ilknoctot 
Abel of other days> when he had little more to upbraid 
himself with but a few faults^ and follies^ forgiven as 
soon as known^ and never remembered against him be-* 
yond the first evening-prayer. Then would he all at 
once remember what he was now— •^uid as the horrible 
future appalled him> he wished that the past might be 
here peacefully expiated^ and his head never more lifted 
up from that pillow. 

Within the last few hours some of the strongest of all 
human passions had with severe force struck the heart 
of old Adam Forester^ and passions^ too> opposite to each 
other as mid-day and mid-night. These sudden shocks 
had for the time communicated^ as it were^ a preternatu- 
ral strength to their victim. But when the final exci- 
tation subsided^ it left him weak as a reed. He was 
sensible^ l^fore others observed it^ that a palsy had 
crept over him^ that his powers of speech were be- 
numbed, and that this must be the finger of death. 
The change was soon visible to qJI but Abel; and 
Michael, Agnes, and Isobel, who had the most nice 
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knowledge of all his looks^ gestures^ words^ and mo- 
tions^ certainly knew that he was fatally stricken. 
There was no painful distortion to distress their hearts-— 
his speech was not greatly changed ; but a mortal weak-* 
ness overspread face and figure^ and t&ere was an ex« 
preasion in his eyes that told the lids would in a few 
hours be closed. ^' I am dying— children — let me have 
all year prayers." Abel had again fieJlen asleep^ and 
heard not his father's voice. 

There was no weeping or lamentation at that death-^ 
bed. As the tide of life kept ebbing away^ the old man 
seemed anxious and more anxious about Abel. But 
his anxiety although heavier seemed less painful^ and 
to be nearly akin to hope and trust. They who sur- 
rounded him knew well what was meant by each £unt 
single word^ they also knew all he wished to hear^ and 
as his dim eyes looked towards them^ which of them 
he expected to speak. " If my Abel has wronged any 
one^ sell this patrimony^ Michael^ and purchase him 
life." 

Michael had kept one secret £rom his hxhet, for 
he knew that^ independently of other considerations^ 
old men cannot bear^ without severe pain^ the thoughts 
of the property their industry has painfully purchased 
departing into a stranger's hands after their death ; and 
Adam Forester was not altogether without this failing 
incident to old age. But no\y^ Michael saw that he could 
give him strong comfort. '^ Father^ fear not for Abel's 
life. Of this last crime of his associate he has said that 
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be is wholly innocent, and however suspicious dream- 
stances may be against him, they will all be explained 
should he ever be brought to trial. The innocent wiU 
not suffer. Other wrong things has Abel dime — ^but some 
months ago I settled the whole with his accuser, and 
even with this, my patrimony, have I already pur- 
diased safety to his li£s. Not a hair of Abel's head 
shall be hurt, &ther — ^no not a hair of his head." 
*^ Then can I die happy," said tiie old man, and these 
were his last words. Agnes leaned down her cheek 
dose to his, and was about to smooth his pillow — but 
she heard no breath, and said calmly to Michael, ** Our 
father is dead." 
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CHAPTEJl VII. 



' In a few weeks it was known throughout the neigh* 
bourhood^ that both Dovenest and Sprinkeld were to be 
sold. Some people^ who pretended to be in the secret, 
said, that Michael's young wife longed for a town-life, 
and liad given him no peace until he Tiadi^reed to re- 
move into Edinburgh. Others looked grave and shook 
il^ir heads, saying, they had never thought Adam Fo- 
rester a rieh man— 4hat heavy mortgages were on his 
small property, and that, no doubt, Abel had cost his 
fond and foolish lather much money, the old man hav- 
ing, very repr^Bhensibly, encouraged him in all his ex- 
travagance. None knew the real state of the case ; al- 
though, in a short time, Michael let it be generally 
understood, that he was able indeed to pay all his debts, 
but, alter that was d<me, that he should be but a poor 
man. Coarse and idle rumours died away in less than 
aoe little month, and it was felt by every fire^side in 
the gjien, that, when the Foresters left it, it would lose 
the best ^eimily it had contained within the oldest me-- 
mory. There was no pity felt for them,, for they all 
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seemed composed and cheerfial shortly after the fdner-' 
al. Indeed, there are persons, and the Foresters were 
of that number, who, even in severest trials, are ob-^ 
jects of a higher feeling than pity, and appear, in the 
elevation of misfortune, worthier our envy than our 
compassion. Towards them all impertinent curiosity is 
at once quelled by the simple dignity of their demean- 
our — ^their condition, whatever it may be, must not be 
* questioned, and, although we remain ignorant of their 
real circumstances, we take the propriety of all their 
conduct on trust, and follow them in all their unrepin- 
ing changes with our silent and approving sympathy. 

Nor was there now any unhappiness very hard to be 
endured within the walls of Dovenest. Abel had re- 
mained in his concealment, till he thought he might 
venture to attempt his nightly escape over the hill 
country into the North of England. His case was 
desperate, and after many contrite and remorseful con- 
fessions, and receiving his brother^s entire forgiveness, 
he went his way, promising to let them hear something 
of him, if he eluded detection, as soon as prudence 
would permit. The silence of all rumours concerning 
him was the best comfort that could be offered to all 
their hearts ; and they were willing to cherish the be- 
lief that he had effected his escape beyond seas. That 
belief was enough. What although they were about 
to be what is called poor ? By that poverty they had 
pTobibly purchased Abel's life, at a time' when it was 
ibrfeited, and he himself might have been seized. And 
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what peace could there evler have been at Dorenest 
again^ if for its sake Abel had been destiwyed ? Yet 
although soon to leave that beloved place^ they did not 
seek violently to dissever from it their strong affections. 
They would enjoy it to the last; every day they had 
yet to remain within its quiet bounds^ they filled up 
from morning to night with endearing thoughts of its 
beauty— every little nook was visited and revisited 
with an unrestrained pleasure gently mingled with 
an unpainful regret— -every tree that hung its shadow 
over the hawthorn-hedge upon their own river^ they 
regarded more fondly now that their last spring was 
adorning its fsEoniliar branches — and as they stood be- 
side the dial^ they prayed that the -hours might throw 
over it their lingering shadows^ that the day of their 
departure^ though fixed^ might be as remote as possible^ 
and their last two months extended in the multitude of 
their thoughts within them into the length of a mourn- 
ful but not unhappy year. To Michael^ the prospect of 
leaving for ever the house in which he had been born^ 
was^ perhaps^ less disturbing at any time> than it 
was to Agnes to know that the scene of her bridal hap- 
piness was soon to- pass away from her like a dream. 
Seeing them perfectly resigned. Aunt Isobel lost no- 
thing of her habitual vivacity, and her constant cheer- 
fulness often insinuated itself by an agreeable conta- 
gion into their spirits, when perhaps they were dis- 
posed to despond, and might have yielded to the pres- 
jBure of natural disappointment and distress. And 
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ere long there was a new inmate within the peaceftil 
dwelling — ^for a child was born^ and Michael and Ag- 
nes being now parents^ not one single shadow of sor- 
row eould abide round its cradle. Agnes felt it at 
her bosom — Michael saW its modier smile — and all 
mere worldly, prosperity was un4er the power of that 
sacred instinct utterly forgotten* Richer were they 
than tongue could tell> or heart could conceive ; and the 
Sabbath-day^ on which the infant Lucy was baptised^ 
was the most serenely and perfectly blest. day of. all 
their lives^ scarcely excepting that on which they had 
been married. 

Michael Forester had fixed upon a plan of life^ and 
had already prepared to carry it into exe<mtion. The 
only master he had ever known was his own father^ and 
that had been always a pleasant servitude. Independ« 
ent he would stjU be ; and in so resolving^ be felt that 
he was influenced by at allowablen^^an honourable 
pride. A strong man in the meridian of life> well edu- 
cated and not unconscious of his abilities^ what had h^ 
to fear either for himself or those he loved ? Nay^ a 
new spring of happiness seemed to be flowing within his 
hearty now that a demand was made for exertions that, 
but for this misfortune, would have been unnecessary : 
and he looked with a steady and bold eye into futurity. 
His li^ at Dovenest, industrious as it had been> almost 
appeared to him now, in the elation of his hopeful 
mind, to have been a life of indolence. ^' I will build 
another hotise«^I will cultivate other fields — I will be- 
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come a sitter in another kirk-— I will form other con* 
nections— not totheforgetfulness of any one things place 
or person now dear to me — ^no — no^never shall they 
cease from my grateful remembrance-— but to all those 
I will add other enjoyments^ and my Agnes^ if so it 
pleaseth Heaven^ my beautiful Agnes shall be yet hap« 
pier than ever." 

There was a pastoral Farm in the Parish of Holy« 
lee^ called Bracken-Braes, which had been attached 
to one still larger several years ago, but which was 
again to be let by itself, owing to th^ mismanagement 
and failure of the tenant. The dwelling-house had 
been suffered to go almost entirely into decay ; but the 
agent of the rich proprietor to whom a large district 
of the country belonged, at once offered to repair or re^ 
build it, and Michael, having easily found sureties^ 
took the Farm. Aunt Isobel, oiH of her jointure as a 
itainister's widow, had, during upwards of thirty years^ 
saved three hundred pounds ; and Michael knew what 
was his duty too well to refuse employing that sum in 
the way that was best for the happiness of the houses 
hold. The cheerfid old lady laughed on confessing her 
unknown riches, but tears of thankfulness were, at the 
same time, in her eyes, when she knew what a bless^ 
ing was now in her little store. So, while Agnes was 
happy with her in^Eint Lucy at Dovenest, Michael fre- 
quently visited Bracken-Braes, which was to be ready 
for them on the twenty-fifth of May, when there would 
be a joyful flitting — ^aye joyful, even although it was 
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to be from Dovenest— -although that gate which he had 
had so often unlatched was to be closed behind him 
for the rest of his life. 

The house of Bracken-Braes^ at the end of Febru=- 
ajy, was in ruins. The mossy stone- wall^ round what 
had once been a garden^ was in many places fallen 
down^ and here and there the wild sweet-briars seem- 
ed' to hold it tc^ether by their roots and tendrils. In 
that defaced garden nothing was to be seen but a few 
gooseberry-bushes in their old age almost as tall and 
wide as lilacs. A sheltered bourtree^ and a mountain- 
ash dwarfed by tjie browzing cattle^ stood at one gable 
<end which was yet entire^ and a noble Plane oversha- 
dowed the deserted domicile. The hill-side behind^ from 
which the place took its name^ was sprinkled with 
brackens interispersed with a few hazfels^ while here and 
there a holly with its burnished green brightened the 
piasture. The other low hills near at hand were smooth 
lind bare^ but in the distance was a range of heathery 
jnountains. Several streams^ or rather runlets^ rose 
imperceptibly round aboui;> in droughty weather no doubt 
dried up^ but now with the melted snow clear as dia- 
monds^ while a well even still clearer, and never known 
to have been dry, green with water-cresses, and re- 
splendent with various vegetable lustre, had lain there 
for a good many years undisturbed by bowl or pitcher, 
and stirred only by the shaggy hill-ponies, or sportsman 
lying down to quench his thirst when in pursuit of the 
solitary plover. 
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Poets are fond of building fair j cottages in an oasis 
in the desert-^or perhaps beneath the lake«wayea->-or 
in groves of air at the rising or setting of golden suns. 
But here> all transformation^ sudden and beautiful as it 
WBS> was the work of h(»nely human skill, labouring 
on the homeliest materials. A small quarry of blue 
siate>-stone, unworked since from it had been built the 
parish'tkirk, nearly a cctntury ago, was cleared of brack-> 
ensy briars, and fox-gloves, to the disturbance of no** 
thii^ but the little shy wren and the old grey hare-*^ 
and in a week the sledges had laid down beside tiie 
mined walls wherewithal to rebuild up anew their an-, 
oient proportions. Midiael's own hands dug the foun«i 
dations, and shaped them into lines even of picturesque 
beauty, obeying only the character of the ground, and 
its small jutting angles. The merry masons soon ran 
up the walls. Several oaks that had been dug up 
from a neighbouring moss, almost as fresh as when thef 
had sunk in it, furnished the lintels and the humble 
i(Oof-tree,-'«-a few carts of wheat-*straw from the sunny 
and fertile fields of Stowe were enough to form 9^ 
thick regular thatch*<roof impervious to the thawing 
snows, or the deluging hill-rains ; the trowels covered 
the low front and gable^enda with a cheerful gltiam 
«f whiteness that perhaps the painter might have 
condemned, but which was to smile^ on the narrow 
. glen with perpetual sunshine-^and there was the 
Homestead of Bracken-Braes, seen from foundation- 
stone to chimney top, before the second moon had en- 

E 
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tiiely withdrawn ber midjught-liglit from the 
log stream of Heriot- Water. 

The mm, <m the twenty^fifth of May, rose with so joy- 
fol a Instre upon Doveheat^ithat all its imnates felt it 
wodld be worse than vain to be very sarrowfuL But 
eren before that joyful lustre had glinted upon the 
woods of Bryden, Hawthomden, and Roslin, all its 
inmates had been moving about in the grey and un» 
certain dawn* They had not been forced to sell their 
furniture, nor to undergo the mean miseries of a~ sate. 
It was soon dispatched towards Bracken-Braes — ^their 
last meal was taken in Dovenest — and if some tears 
were shed as they were going down the glen, all eyes 
were nearly dear before they reached Lasswade. It 
was rather like a party of pleasure seeking a rural 
holiday, than a family leaving an old home. 

'' Aye, yonder is our new dwelling-place 1" exdaim-^ 
ed Aunt Isobel, as, during one of the cool hours before 
evening, the little cavalcade turned round a green 
mound that had hidden Bracken-Braes — ''Look yonder, 
my Jewel— will not your cradle rock pleasantly yonder 
like a bit nest on the shady bough?" and she raised up 
the baby in her arms, that certainly smiled an answer 
to her cheerful nurse. In a few minutes Michael took 
Agnes in his arms, and welcomed her with a kiss to 
their new habitation; and there she stood more beautiful 
and beloved than even on that afternoon when they first 
told to each other their pure affection* To Agnes the 
scene around her was far more than enchantment. Her 
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husband had spoken' of the place in measured praise^ 
iearing it might not please after Dovenest. But it wa^ 
so different from that spot^ in its simple pastoral beau* 
ty^ that Agnes loved it at once^ without any oompari* 
soins^ £oT its own sake. In silent joy she walked with 
her husband — ^Aunt Isobel behind them cherishing and 
singing to the infetnt — ^up the avenue that winded round 
a knoll to the front of the cottage* Ther6> on each side 
of the sloping banks, were the very self-same ro6e-trees 
that had flourished so richly at Dovenest — ^many of the 
Very self*same flowers— -and a few shrubs that had been 
especial fevourites. *' They are taking kindly to the 
soil already," said Michael. '' But here-— here"— cried 
Aunt Isobel — '^ here is the prettiest flower of them all 
— ^my own little Lucy Forester, the Primrose of Brack- 
en-Braes !" 

For a couple of hours Aunt Isobel was quite in her 
element arranging every thing within doors and without 
— ^insisting all the time, that Agnes should not fa- 
tigue herself, but remain with her Lucy on the seat be- 
neath the Plane- Tree. The parlour was soon furnish- 
ed, if not with the same orderly neatness which it re- 
ceived next day, very passably at least, considering all 
the hurry and confusion, — ^and it was needful it should 
be so, for a party of visitors were already at the gate. 

The clergyman of the parish, and his sober-suited 
sister, Mr and Miss Kennedy, and with them several of 
the most respectable neighbours, (among others, Peter 
Tait, the formial and pragmatical schoolmaster,) had 
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come^ by Miehael's appointment^ to. give a welcome to 
th^ new parishioners at Bracken^Braes* Agnes and 
Aunt Isobel^ each in her own pleasant way> received 
their unexpected guests, who bad not come unpro^ 
vided, and a tea-party was soon laughing and talk** 
ing in the parlour. By and bye, the twilight softly 
darkened their faces, and the night-hawk'was heard 
without, whirring at intervals his monotonous song, 
now close at hand, and now from the other side of 
the glen. The kind visitors, with a warmth like 
that of ancient friendship, said farewell beneath th^ 
still shadow of the Plane ; and the family, in another 
hour, had all thankfully gone to rest in their new 
dwelling. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



mm 



Six quiet and laboiiofos jftsim, every week iuid month 
of which had^ no doubts contaiiied its trWn little inter- 
esting incidents^ had btought the farm of Bracken« 
Braes to the perfection of pastoral beaaty. Many a 
cold marshy with its long unprofitable rushes^ had been 
converted into the hard firm sod^ on which the sheep 
lay with their lambs on the daisied hebrbage. Unseen 
turf-fences went winding along the foot of every emi« 
nence^ and even round and round thfe lower hills^ sub^ 
dividing the whole farm into picturesque enclosures. 
Small spots of rye and barley were visible among the 
heitther ; the turnip field showed its richer verdure be^ 
side the stony slopd of the uplands— ^oid down in the 
baughs^ on the wat€!r-sidei bloomed the white and pur» 
pie dover^ protected by thick thorn-hedges from the eat^ 
tie browzing on the old lea adjacent to the Homestead. 
That Homestead looked now almost like a building of 
other years. The thatch had received its weather- 
stains^ the most beautiful of colouring; but little of 
the walls below the eaves could be discerned through 



70 THE FOAESTKRS. 

the roses^ that clustered more thickly round the large 
vine-like leaves of the Virgin's Bower ; the very shrub- 
beries now cast their shadows^ and the old Plane-Tree 
itself, that seemed to have reached its growth a quarter 
of a ceintury before^ had extended its branches beyond 
the roof^ and darkened the parlour-twilight. Every bare 
nook about the place was now overgrown ; every mark 
of the labour that had created cottage^ garden^ and 
avenue was hidden; all the little stone walls were 
covered with moss and wild creepers ; the lanes leading 
away to neighbours' house^ sheep^fold^ shealing or 
peat-moss^ were adorned with furze and hawthorns; 
and the character of the whole small territory was 
that of completed cultivation^ denoting annfort and in* 
dependence^ 

. Not only had Michael Forester prospered in his 
worldly circumstances^ and gained the esteem of the 
whole parish^ but^ during those six years^ there had 
never been an hour of much anxiety at his fireside. 
Agnes Hay> for he always called his wife by her own 
sweet name^ had been to him all that he desired. Ag- 
nes certainly was not what could be called a very ac- 
tive or ruling housewife^ for gentleness and serenity 
were the prevailing qualities of her disposition^ and she 
allowed the stream of life quietly to murmur by in her 
contentment. There was no waste-^no extravagance 
— no carelessness under her mild domestic dominion^ 
but her arrangements were all noiseless in their regu- 
larity, and proceeded in the spirit of peace. If there 
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wa8 any one thing in which she ever upbraided herself 
fyr being too expensive^ it was in the article of dress. 
But her husband^ although a plain and almost austere 
man in all his habits^ thought Agnes Hay the most 
beautiful being on earth, and in that beauty he 
placed all his pride. It needed not many ornaments, 
but it could bear some, without any diminution of its 
matronly and maiden-like simplicity. Michael himself 
Worked at every 8<^ of labour, and in all weather j 
bat there was no need for Agnes to perform any other 
tasks, but sudi as suited her somewhat delicate health, 
and when he came home from the hill, and found her 
sitting at her needle, dressed as he desired, and 
with Lucy at her work too beside her knee, he felt 
his whole nature not only supported, but purified 
by the cheerful presence of so much beauty, innocence, 
md affection. At evening he saw those for whom he 
had been toiling during the day ; and a feeling far pro* 
founds than pride or admiration was constantly in his 
heart wh&Eiever he left or entered the humble porch. 
An undisturbed quiet was for ever in his house, brok- 
en only hj the sharp shrill voice of Aunt Isobel, who 
liked to speak in an upper key, or by her footsteps still 
quick as those of girlhood,— «nd sweetest of all sounds, 
by the prattle and the singing of his Lucy, in features 
the very image of her mother, but the most glees(Hne 
tif children, and wild as the fSeiwn in the Wood. Yet, in 
the midst of all her mirth, Lucy would fall hush in a 
moment at her mother's voice, and all the smiles near- 
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ly disappear in the oomposed cbe^rfulnete pf h^ eyes 
and forehead* Then those golden clusters lay still up* 
on her hh temples ; the child, at the bidding of her 
mother's eye> would take up her book — ^perhaps U19. 
Bible— *and read — or in employment equally religious^ 
with her little hands would set the house in order 
against her father's return, and arrange upon the table 
his frugal meal. Whether the lark or the linnet sung 
or were mute in the open air, within there was at all 
times a music that never was heard with wearinesSj 
and in the darkest of days there was thus a sunbeau) 
in the housC' 

Lucy was only six years old, but bold as a fetiry, she 
had gone by herself a thousand times about the bra$8# 
and often upon errands to houses two or three miles 
distant. What had her parents to fear? The foot-* 
paths were all firm, and led through no places of dan* 
ger,^ nor are infants of themselves incautious when 
alone in their pastimes. Lucy went singing into the 
ooppice^woods, and singing she reappeared on the open 
hill-side. With her small white hand on the rail, she 
glided along the wooden-bridge, or lightly as the ou«el 
tripped from stone io stone across the shallow streams- 
let. The creature would be away for hours, and no 
fears felt on her account by any one at home-— whether 
she had gone with her basket under her arm to borrow 
some articles of household use from a neighbour, or 
merely for her own solitary delight, wandered off to the 
Waes to play among the flowers, coming back laden 
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with wreaths and garlands. With a bonnet of her 
own setring to shade her |iretty fiice from the snn^ and 
across her shoulders a plaid in whicih she could sit 
dry during an hour of the heaviest rain b^ieath the 
smaUest beild^ Lucy past many long hours in the day- 
light^ and thus knew^ without thinking of it^ all the 
topography of that pastoral solitude^ and even some- 
thing of the changeful appearances in the air and sky. 

The happy child had been invited to pass a whole 
day> from morning to nighty at Ladyside^ (a farm-house 
about two miles off^) with her playmates^ the Maynes, 
and she left home about an hour after sunrise. 
She was dressed for a holiday^ and father and mother, 
and Aunt Is6bel> all three kissed her sparkling feuse 
before she set off by herself^ and stood listening to her 
singings till- her small voice was lost in the murmur of 
the livulet. During her absence^ the house was silent, 
but happy ; and the evening being now far advanced, 
Lu^ was expected home every minute^ and Michael, 
Agnes, and Isobel went to meet her on the way. They 
walked on and on, wondering a little, but in no degree 
alarmed> till they reached Ladyside, and heard the 
eheerful din of the mips within still rioting at the close 
of the holiday. Jacob Mayne came to the door-^but 
on' their kindly asking why Lucy had not been sent 
home before daylight was over, he Jooked painfully sur- 
prised, and said that she had not been st Ladyside. 

AgnQs suddenly sat down, without speaking one 
w<Nrd, on the stone-seat beside the door, and Michael 
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suppjortiiig her said — " Jacobs oar child left us this 
morning at six o'clock^ and it is now near ten at night« 
jQod is meroifiil^ but, perhaps^ Lucy is dead/' Jacob 
Mayjde was an ordinary^ common-place^ and rather ig- 
norant man^ but his heart leapt within him at these 
words^ and by this time his own children were Btand*^ 
ing about the door. '^ Yes— Mr Forest6r-^^-GU)d is mer* 
.ciful-«*and your daughter^ let us trusty is not dead^ 
Let us trfist that she yet liveth — and without delay 
let us go to seek the child." Michael trembled from 
head to.foot^ and his voice was gone; he lifted up his 
eyes to heaven^ but it seemed not as if he saw either 
the moon or the stars. '^ Runt)ver to Raeshaw — some 
«f you^" said Jacobs ^' and tell what has happened. Do 
you^ Isaac^ my good boy^ cross oyer to a' the towns on 
the Liverleithen-side^ and— oh ! Mr Forester — ^Mr Fo* 
rester^ dinna let this trial owrecome you sae sairly"--.«- 
for Michael was losing against the wall of the house^ 
and the strong man was helpless as a child. " Keep up 
your hearty my dearest son/' said Isobel^ with a voice all 
Unlike her usual^ ** keep up your hearty for the blessed 
bairn is beyond doubt somewhere in the keeping of the 
great OtiA, yea^ without a hair of her head being hurt. 
A hundred things may have happened her^ and death not 
among the number. — Oh I no— ^no-— surely not death— ^ 
that would indeed be too dreadful a judgment !" and 
Aunt Isobel^ oppressed by the power of that word, now 
needed the very comfort that she had in vain tried to 
bestow. 
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WiUiin two houra a hundred people were traversing 
:the liills in all directions, even to a distance which it 
•6eemed most unlikely that poor Lucy could have reach- 
ied. The shepherds and their dogs all night through 
searched every nook— every stony and rocky place-r- 
every little shaw-— -every piece of taller heather-^ 
every crevice that could conceal any thing alive or 
4ead,«— hut no Lucy was there. Her mother, who for 
a while seemed inspired with supernatural strength, 
^had joined in the search, and with a quaking heart 
looked into every brake, or stopped and listened to 
shout and hoUo reverberating among the hills, if she 
could seize on some tone of recognition or • discovery. 
But the moon sank, and then all the stars, whose in- 
•creased brightness had for a short time supplied her 
place, all faded away, and then came the grey dawn of 
-morning, and then the dear brightness of day, and still 
Midiael and Agnes were childless.- '* She has sunk in- 
to some mossy or miry place," said Michael to a man 
near him, into whose face he never looked. *' A cruel, 
cruel death for one like her, the earth on which my 
child walked has closed over her, and we shall never see 
her more I" 

At last a man who had left the search and gone in 
a direction towards the high-road, came running with 
Mnething in his arms, towards the place where Michael 
and others were standing beside Agnes, who lay appar- 
ently exhausted almost to dying on the sward. He ap- 
proached hesitatingly, and Michael saw that he carried 

1 
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Lucy's bonnet^ clothes^ and plaid. It was impossible 
not to see some spots of blood upon the fiill tbat the 
child had worn roimd her neck. " Murdered— murw 
dered — " was the one word whispered or ejaculated all 
around^ biit Agnes heard it not^ for worn out by that 
long night of hope and despair^ she had fallen asleep^ 
and was perhaps seeking her lost Lucy in her dreams. 

Isobel took the dothes^and narrowly inspecting them 
with eye foid hand^ said with a fervent yoice> that was 
heard even in Michael's despair^ ^' No-^Lucy is ycft 
among the living. There are no marks of violence oh 
the garments of the innocent^^no murderer's hand has 
been here. These blood-spots have been put there to 
deceive. Besides> would not the murderer have carried 
off these things ? For what else would he have mur^ 
dered her ? But oh 1 foolish despair ! what speak I of ? 
For wicked as this world i» — aye^ desperately wicked-^ 
there is not> on all the surface of the wide earth, a 
hand that would murder our child ! Is it not plain as 
that sun in Heaven, that Liicy has been stolen by some 
wretched gipsy-beggar, and that, before that sun hds set^ 
she will be saying her prayers in her fath^i^s house, with 
all of us upon our knees beside her, or with our fac^s 
prostrate upon the floor ?" 

Agnes opened her eyes and beheld Lucy's bonnet 

and plaid lying close beside her, and then a silent 

crowd. Her senses aU at once returned to her, and 

'she rose up— .^* Aye, sure enough drowned-^drowiied 

•—drowned — but wher^ have you ,laid hcdr ?— let me see 
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our Lucy'> Michael^ for in my sleep I.hl^ye already 
seen her laid out for burial." The OKi^d quietly ditn 
persed^ and horse and foot b^an to soour the country. 
Some took the high-'roads> others aU the by-^patbs^ and 
many the trackless hills* Now that they were in some 
measnre relieved fix>m the horrible belief that the Qhild 
was dead^ the worst other calamity seemed nothing, for 
Hope bnmght her back to their arms. Agnes had been 
able to walk to Braoken-Brae8> and Michael and Isobe} 
sat by her bedside. Lycy's empty little crib was JMt 
as the child had left it the miuming beforej neatly mafde 
up with her own hands^ and her small red Bible Will 
lying on the pillow. 

^* Oh ! my husband-^^his is being indeed kind to 
your Agnes^ for much it must have cost you to stay 
here ; hut had you lef^ me^ my silly heart had* ceased 
to beat altogether^ for it will not lie still even now 
that I am well nigh resigned to the will of God." Mi-r 
diael put his hand on his wife's bosom> and he felt her 
heart beating as if it were a knell. Then ever and 
anon the tears came gushing, for all her strength was 
gone^ and she lay at the mercy of the rustie of a leaf 
or a shadow actoss the window. And thus hour after 
hour past on till it was again twilight. 

" I hear footsteps coming up the brae," said Agnes, 
who. had for some time appeared to be 8lumbering> and 
in a few moments the voice of Jacob Mayne was heard 
at the outer door. It was no time for ceremony, and 
he advanced into the room where the family had beei^ 
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during all that trying and endless day. Jacob wore a' 
sblenm expression of countenance^ and he seemed^ fWrni 
his looks^ to bring them no comfort. Michael stood up 
between him and his wife> and looked into his heart. 
Something there seemed to be in his face that was not 
miserable. If he has heard nothing of my child^ thought: 
Michael^ this man must care but little for his own 
fireside. *' O speak^ speak,"— said Agnes, " yet why 
need you speak } All this has been but a vain belief, 
and Lucy is in Heaven." — '^ Something like a trace of 
her has been discovered — a woman with a child that 
did not look like a child of hers, was last night at 
Glovenford — and left it by the daw'ing."— " Do you 
hear that, my beloved Agnes ?" said Isobel, '^ she'll 
have tramped away with Lucy up into Ettrick or 
Yarrow, but hundreds of eyes will have been upon 
her, fmr these are quiet, biit not solitary glens, and the 
hunt will be over long before she has crossed dowin 
upon Hawick. I knew that country in my young days. 
What say ye, Mr Mayne ^ there's the light o' hope on 
your face."— '' There's nae reason to doubt. Ma'am, that 
it was Lucy. Every body is sure o't. If it was my 
ain Rachel, I should ha'e nae fear o' seeing her this 
blessed nicht." 

Jacob Mayne now took a chair, and sat down, with 
even a smile upon his countenance. '* 1 may tell you^ 
noo, that Watty Oliver kens it was your bairn, for he 
saw her limping after the linunel* at Grala-Brigg, but 
ha'eing nae suspicion, he did aa tak' a second leuk q' 
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her— but ae leuk is sufBcient^ and he swears it wias 
bonny Lucy Forester." Aunt Isobel^ by this tbne, 
had bread and cheese^ and a bottle of her own elder 
flower-wine on the table. " You have had a long and 
hard joumey> wherever you have been^ Mr Mayn&^> 
tak' some refreshment/'— and Michael asked a bless- "^ 
ing. Jacob saw that he might now venture to reveal 
the whole truth. ^* No-^no-^Mrs Irvine^ I am ower 
happy to eat or to drink. — You are a' prepared for the 
blessing that awaits you-*your bairn is no far aff— and 
I myself for it was I mysel' that found her^ will bring 
her by tiie han% and restore her to her parents." Ag« 
nes had raised herself up in her bed at these words, but 
she sunk gently back on her pillow. Aunt Isobel waa 
rooted to her chair, and Mibhael, as he rose up, felt as- 
if the ground were sinking under his feet* 

There was a dead silence all round the house for a 
short space, and then the sound of many joyful voices, 
which s^ain, by degrees, subsided. The eyes of aU then 
looked, and yet feared to look towards the door. Ja- 
cob Mayne was not af good as his word, for he did not; 
bring Lucy by the hand to restore her to her parents ;^ 
but, dressed again in her own bonnet, and her own gown,^ 
and hei^ own plaid, in rushed their child, by herself,. 
with tears and sobs of joy, and her father laid her within 
her mother's bdiom* 
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CHAPTER IX. 



Jacob Maynx had not^ perhaps^ either felt more or 
everted bimdelf in(»re than his other neighbours^ on the. 
oG<»6ion <^ Lucy^s disappearance^ but her par^tts can«i 
tinued to entertain towards him an especial gratitude. 
His was the first sympathy l^c^ bad received^ and he it 
was that rescued Lucy from that cruel gypsey. Hence** 
forth they could never see him without emotion^ and> 
as he was a worthy man^ a lasting friendship was ce- 
malted between the families at Bracken-^Braes and' 
Ladyside. Jacobs whose wife was livings a quiet 
homely woman^ had one son^ a boy of surprising abili<4 
ties, now about ten years^ and two daughters^ only a 
year or two older than Lucy. They were her chifl£ 
companions ; but the girl that Lucy loved most^ as she 
grew up^ was Mary Morrison of Bwebank^ the only* 
daughter of a widower. Ewebank was fardier off than- 
Ladyside^ and indeed in another parish. £ven that 
imaginary distinction helps to keep families apdrt more 
than distance^ and in ikh case^ a range of hills that 
might almost be called mountains intervened^ so that 

10 
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Lucy did not see Mary Morrison oftener than perhaps 
once a months on an average through the whole year. 
But there was something in the nature of these two 
young happy creatures^ that^ all unknown to them- 
selves^ knit their hearts to each other. Lucy thought 
there was no £ace, among all her other friends^ nearly 
so deli^tful as the meek fiace of Mary Morrison^ and 
Mary, who was rather the elder of the two> sometimes 
contrived an excuse for a walk over to the Heriot-Wa- 
test, merely to see the joyful smiles of Lucy Forester. 
Mary lived in a very lonesome house^ with a father 
who no doubt loved^ but who was far from being gen- 
tle towards her>— and the thought of the cheerful par- 
lour of Bradcen-Braes often brought the tear to her 
eye when ske looked at the hill-range that separated 
it from the dull solitude of Ewebank. 

Jacob Mayne had a brother^ a man. of some proper- 
ty> who had lost his wife and only son many years ago. 
Jacob himself hadhad severe stru^les with the worlds and 
was now far from being prosperous. He could live^ and 
•dothe^ .and educate his children decently^ but that was 
alL He had hot been able to lay by a single shilling, 
and scarcely any new article of furniture had come 
into the house for a good many years. Perhaps he was 
somewhat soured in his temper by this continued po- 
verty ; and what occasionally still more depressed him^ 
was Uie total cessation of all intercourse between him^ 
self and his brother^ owing to one of those fatal quarr 
rels whichj beginning in the merest trifles^ unintelli- 

r 
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gible to all persons but the parties themsdves^ eventu- 
ally alienate affection^ and leave those who in youth 
slept in the same bed^ to travel down^ angrily and 
apart^ to the grave. Michael Forester had endeavour- 
ed to reconcile them^ but in vain ; and he had even so 
offended Jacob Ma3rne by his interference^ that^ for a 
short time^ their familiar friendship had been disturb- 
ed. The children^ however^ had always continued to 
play with each other^ and^ while that is the case^ t^e 
parents wait an opportunity for reconcilement ; while 
Agnes Hay^ who had been a peace-maker^ ever since 
she had come into the parish^ had done so many deli- 
cate kindnesses to Jacob's wife^ that at last one day 
at the kirk Jacob came cordially^up to the group, among 
whom Michael was standing during the ringing of l^e 
bell, and entered into conversation with him about the 
concerns of both their houses. 

About, two years after Lucy's adventure, there was 
a deep sensation sent through every household, by 
the discovery of a sacrilegious crime perpetrated by 
a man who^ up to the time of that wretched wick^^ 
edness, had borne the ly^hest character for probity 
and religion— no other than this wealthy brother 
of Jacob Mayne. The unhappy man was an El- 
der, and had been observed, by- a poor old woman, 
who had sat down unobserved to rest herself in a 
shed close to the church-gate, to take money out of 
the poor's plate, and secret it about his person. The 
pauper watched him for several Sabbaths, and at last 
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ifflued out of her concealment, and suddenly charged 
him with his guilt, to which she said she had frequently 
before been an eye-witness. In the tribulation of de- 
tected sacrilege, Richard Mayne had not a word to 
speak. The fierce old crone cried out against him 
till her voice was heard in the kirk, and before a crowd 
of people who would all have disbelieved her as a ma^ 
iliac, the Elder confessed his guilt, and demanded to be 
led to prison. 

The very horror of the crime quelled in all hearts 
any desire of punishment. It shook the whole parish 
like an earthquake, and there was a disturbed silence 
in every house. Who might dare to say he could stand 
fast, when Richard Mayne had fallen under the 
temptation of Mammon, whom it now appeared he had 
served, and not the living God ? Miserable man, what 
to him was money — ^the money of the poor ? His wife 
and his son-— they slept in the grave — and for himself, 
who was more abstemious than he-— who more temper* 
ate — ^and who, until this hidden sacrilege, in all his 
dealings more rigidly just ? And of what had Richard 
Mayne, the Rich Elder, during the unknown length of 
his crime, robbed the few paupers in the parish-— that 
palsied widow and three other aged women, bedridden 
or tottering on crutches— the two cripples, one so af- 
flicted from his youth, and the other crushed at his work 
by a falling stone— >and him, that harmless creatui'e, to 
whom reason had been denied } Perhaps altc^ther a 
few pounds, the loss of which had been felt in their 
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salt and tbeir meel, in their miserable daily dole^ by 
the palsied^ the blind^ the lame^ and the lunatic ! Ja- 
cob Mayne^ oppressed with shame^ absented himself 
with all his family £rom the kirk — shut himself up 
in his house^ round which no figure was seen mov- 
ing — and no one for a time went near the abode of 
the grey-headed worker of iniquity, nor knew whe- 
ther he was alive or dead. Mr Kennedy, the mi- 
nister, had indeed gone to his house — and knocked at 
the door; but a low miserable voice told him to go 
away, and as he looked up, on his departure, to a win- 
dow, he beheld the countenance of Richard Mayne as 
if it were that of an evil spirit already undergoing its 
punishment. His only domestic had never returned 
to the house since that Sunday ; nor had any smoke been 
seen since then from his chimney. Pity had not yet 
begun to work — at least not outwardly — in any human 
heart towards this great sinner. Even his brother yet 
stood aloof. 

One night after Isobel and Lucy had gone to rest 
Agnes said, ^^ O Michael, will you not go and see the 
wretched old man-^if he be indeed in life ? This mi- 
sery must be more than he can bear." The summer- 
fire had been for some time dead on the hearth, but 
the bright moonlight filled the room, and the door 
was not yet latched. A shadow fell on the floor 
as Agnes was speaking, and Richard Mayne himself 
was in their presence. Long and rueful was the 
old man's confession, and Michael now thought that 
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he descried in him^ what before the crime he had 
never noticed^ although^ no doubts it had then ex-» 
istedj a manifest taint of insanity. In all his re- 
morse^ and it had worn him to the bone^ his haggard 
eyes still gleamed when he spoke of the coins he had 
stolen from the poor^ and betrayed^ in a crafty and sus- 
picious leer^ the passion of the miser. The old man 
wept when Michael told him^ great as had been his 
crime^ to hope for mercy; but as he wept^ he bitterly 
accused his brother g£ hard-hearted cruelty^ and with 
a tremulous voice swore before his Maker^ that he 
would leave any thing he had past that family. '^ I 
have always received more kindness from you^ Mr Fo- 
rester> than any other man in the parish^ and I have 
made my will in your fevour. Yes, I have made my 
will — I have indeed made my will — a good hundred 
pound to the poor — ^and the rest in money and bonds 
to you. Sir, for you often called in upon me, and were 
a moderate man in all your bargains. But I have not 
long to live> and to-morrow I will show myself at mar- 
ket, and next Lord's day I will show myself at church. 
Grod grant that she be not there who saw these wither- 
ed hands robbing the widow and the fatherless — ^yet 
there she cannot be, for they tell me she is dead ; and 
oh ! Sir ! does not her ghost come every midnight, and 
stand pointing and laughing, with a palsied hand, with 
bleared eyes, on the old white-headed Judas Iscariot on 
his straw ?" 

Michael, in the morning, conducted back the un- 
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happy old man to liis own house— 4aid got a person to 
take care of him for the short time he had to live. At 
church and mark^t^ however^ Richard Mayne appear- 
ed. Few remained near him^ even as if he had been 
an infectious lazar. His brother had for the first time 
that Sabbath attended Divine service; but he left 
the kirk with his fetmily by a door at the other end 
from that where the excommunicated Elder sat^ and 
as he never even lodged up, it is supposed he did 
not see the old man. In a few weeks Richard Mayne 
died, and Michael Forester gave orders about his fune- 
ral. His brother received an intimation of it^ but did 
not attend. Nobody was asked to be present but the 
bearers — and Mr Kennedy and Michael Forester let 
down the coffin and said ^^ Dust to dust !" 

It was soon known over all the parish that the un- 
happy man had left all his property to Mr Forester. 
In a few days Jacob Mayne came over to Bracken- 
Braes, and sat down with a face of angry determina- 
tion. ^' I have been a poor man all my life^ Mr 
Forester, and thank God^ with a dear conscience, and 
a well-behaved family, I can submit to poverty for the 
few years I have to live. Much good may my brother's 
money do you — ^Mr Forester— but the love of money is 
said in Scripture to be the root of all evil, and it was so 
with my brother Richard. For ourselves. Sir, we were 
all tolerably well off at Ladyside before you came among 
us — ^and we can live although our families should hence- 
forth be strangers. You understand me, Mr Forester. 

11 
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As for yon^ Mrs Forester^ I have always respected you 
-— aye^ your face was always welcome iii our house. 
But this injustice has struck deep^ and I could curse 
the hour in which I was bom." With these words^ 
Jacob raised himself upon his staffs and said^ " Here I 
shake the dust off my shoes— -let us never more speak 
in this world." 

Michael Forester had gone into his own room during 
Jacob's speech^ and now returned with some parch- 
ments in his hand. ^' Jacob — this is your poor bro^ 
ther's will;" and so sayings he put it into the fire> 
which was burning briskly on a somewhat chill even- 
ing. '^ You are your brother's natural and only heir, 
my wmihy friend^ and the property he knew not how 
to use^ (but you must think on him with the deepest 
pity^ for he was not in his sound mind^) may it for 
many years prove a blessing to you all at Ladyside." 
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CHAPTER X. 



What a blessed change from a long lot of poverty, 
in which the wants and necessities of each day are 
with difficulty supplied^ leaving to-morrow and all its 
uncertain demands unprovided for^ and still lowering 
upon the anxious foresight^ to such a competency of 
this world^s goods as sets the hearts of parents free, 
at once and for eVer^ &om all anxieties but those that 
must in every condition attend upon their childr^i's 
conduct^ their errors or their well-doing ! It is a bless^ 
ing felt over all our moral nature^ to know that our 
boards however frugal^ can be duly spread in security 
and peace^ and that should we be called away on a 
short warnings those whom we leave behind us will not 
fall away from comfort into any destitution. Domestic 
virtue is almost only another name for domestic peace ; 
and although assuredly many bear extremest penury, 
not only without detriment to their character^ but to 
its purification and increased vigour, yet, with people in 
general, extreme abasement of condition does mournfully 
abase the soul, and even our natural affections them- 
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selves pine and dwindle in that 6old and cheerless at- 
mosphere. 

This truth was now gratefully felt hj the family of the 
Maynes^ Now that his mind was relieved from that trou«* 
fole of anxiety about his wife and children^ which had 
more or less disturbed him by day and nighty almostfrom 
the year of his marriage. Jacob Mayne saw distinctly the 
duties he had either neglected altogether^ or very im- 
perfectly p^ormed. He reflected^ with surprise and 
sorrow^ on his fretful and irritable temper^ that had so 
often made the house unhappy — on his unreasonable de- 
mands on his wife and children who^ do what they 
would^ never could please him— on causeless quarrels 
among those who yet loved one another — on many long 
evenings of silent dissatisfaction^ more painful in retro- 
spect than the angriest contentions — ^and^ above all^ on 
his unpardonable^ his unchristian conduct to his brother^ 
with whom he had cherished an inveterate dissension, 
and had suffered to lead that unbefriended and lonesome 
life that had finally preyed^ as it would now seem, on his 
very reason, till, under the power of a diseased passion, 
he perpetrated a crime that was expiated, on earth, by 
death and infamy. To these, and many other such 
thoughts, his mind and his heart now gave a ready 
entrance, and he confessed, in sincere contrition, all his 
manifold errors to Michael Forester, whose noble cha- 
racter, in spite of all the best means and opportunities 
of knowledge, he had grievously misunderstood, and 
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whom he had not hesitated to accnse to his fSeiee of hy- 
pocrisy and injustice. 

But there was no reason why honest Jacob should not 
in due time forget his errors. His hard-wwking wife 
now wore a smiling face^ that reminded him of what it 
was long ago> when he crossed the moors to visit her 
at her fiather's house. His girls could now show them- 
selves aj2 church or market with the very best in the 
parish^ nor yet subject their parents to a charge of ex- 
travagance^ and^ above all^ his son Isaac^ the pride of 
the country side^ could now be sent to College^ and be- 
come a scholar. Nor was Jacobs bad judge as he was of 
such matters^ deceived in this ; for his son was indeed 
a boy of surpassing genius^ a boy of many thousand, 
bom although he was of such very ordinary people^ and 
without one single advantage^ working in the fields^ 
even at that tender age^ during most of the hours that 
he could spare from the parish-school. His vacations 
had been little else than a month's bodily toil; but 
nature had lavished upon him her choicest mental 
gifts, and in his ample forehead, and full dear eyes, 
there was apparent the expression of an extraordinary 
intellect. Michael Forester approved of the plan of 
sending him to College, and, accordingly, before he had 
perfected his twelfth year, Isaac Mayne, the pale-fieu»d 
thoughtful scholar of Ladyside, left for the first time 
the farm-house in which he was bom, and,' without 
friend or patron, entered with enthusiasm on his aca- 
demical career. 



THE FORESTERS. 91 

On the death of Richard Mayn6> Michael Forester 
was made an Elder^ -and thus was brought more fre- 
quently into immediate intercourse with Mr Kennedy. 
Mifthftftl had always been a respected guest at the 
Manse^-bnt he knew his own situation, and kept* it. 
Mr Kennedy was a man of lit^ary habits, and had 
also for some years employed his leisure hours in edu- 
^cating the sons of several of the neighbouring gentry. 
Michael nerer intruded himself upon his minister's re- 
tirement, but they often met notwithstanding, and 
mi^t be said to have been on a footing of friendship 
ever since Michael came to Bracken-Braes. Nor are 
there any purer sweeteners of our mortal lot than those 
calm and tempered friendships that, while they scarce- 
ly seem to constitute any sensible portion of our life, 
do yet shed their perpetual influence over it all, keep- 
ing alive within hearts that feel isach other's worth ull 
^he best human affections, unipapaired by distance or by 
time, and ready on the slightest call of duty, to rise 
ap from their sUent harbour, and display their strength 
in the most disinterested and arduous exertions. 

Midiael's duty as an Elder took him more than for- 
merly into the houses of his Inrother-parishioners, most 
frequently in company with Mr Kennedy, but oftai, 
alone ; and sometimes, too, his wife and daughter went 
with him when his visits were to the sick or the poor 
—nor was Aunt Isobel ever found absent when she 
could be a comfort by fire or bed side. Thus Lucy, 
who had now reached her tenth year, had her wild 
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spirits tamed down hj the knowledge of duty and dis- 
tress. As quiet and still i^ere all the pretty creature's 
motions in a sick-room^ as they were dancing and glee- 
some on the green sward. The smiles that were na- 
tiye to her eyes were not the smiles of heartless levi- 
ty that soon cease to charm even on the £eice of beautiful 
childhood^ but they were the smiles of an involuntary 
joyfiilness she coUld not help^ and never tried to che- 
rish^ intermingled as it was by nature with the inno- 
cence of a guileless heart. The more love she gave away, 
the more did love overflow within her bosom. She loved 
her father — her mother — ^Aunt Isobel — Isaac Mayne-^ 
his sisteret — his parents — all with a different affection, 
— and meek Mary Morrison, who dwelt beyond all the 
braes, for her she kept as it were a secret comer of her 
heart, where none other entered but she ; and if weeks 
and months passed by, and no Mary Morrison came 
over to Bracken-Braes, yet still the unobscured image of 
that sweet girl was almost the same as her living self, 
and often often did Lucy commune with it sitting in 
her parlour, or beneath the shadow of the Plane, or by 
some little clear spring among the hills, whither she 
had gone to bring home the water-cresses, or to see 
what was now the number of the spring-lambs. Little 
as Lucy had seen or heard, that little was all pure and 
good, or it was the purifying grief that follows repent- 
ant guilt, so that, although a mere child, she was in 
her innocence wiser than she knew, and had learned to 

10 
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look^ even with a thoughtful eye^ both on human joy 
and human affliction. 

Never, even in her happiest pastimes^ was Lucy dis- 
inclined to go with her father or mother to the hut of 
Elspeth Riddel the widow^ who had been a widow^ 
and had lost all her twelve children^ upwards of thirty 
years ago. Close to the side of that frail image, now 
upwards of ninety years old^ would Lucy stand, with 
upward eyes swimming in reverent pity, while the long 
locks; white as the driven snows, hung over the golden 
glow of the maiden's tresses, that changed their lustre 
at every motion of her head. Lucy, at her bidding, 
would read the Bible in that lonely hut, and Elspeth 
said, that, although somewhat deaf now, she never lost 
a word of that low sweet distinct voice. Oarden flowers, 
too, she would often take to that hut, and Elspeth, 
dim as her eyes were, knew them all by name in a 
moment, for long before even Lucy's father was bom, 
had she often gathered such flowers as these for the 
bosoms of pretty maidens like Lucy herself, who had 
all, long since, gone down in old age to the grave. 
'^ Aye — aye, Mrs Forester, I have seen generation af- 
tet generation, and bonny faces are for ever passing 
away on the earth, but a bonnier face than that o' yoiir 
ain Lucy saw I never in all my lang days, and that I 
say before hersel', for the lassie that will come and 
speak comfort to an auld forgotten ruin of a human 
creature like me, may h^ telt without scaith o' her 
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beauty^ perfect as it is like the beauty of the Rose of 
Sharon." 

Often too did Lucy visit Mooredge^ a house only less 
'solitary than that of Elspeth Riddel^ whose hut^ indeed> 
had no name^ a mere turf-shealing^ that had been built 
in a single day. In the comfortable cottage of Moor- 
edge lived Allan Laidlaw and his wife^ now a cheer- 
ful couple^ although the very summer when the 
Foresters came into the parish^ their three sons had 
been drowned in attempting to cross a ford of the 
Tweedy when the river was in flood. To hear these 
old people laughing and talking^ one would have 
thought that they had never been acquainted with 
grief. But Lucy had often seen them when no smiles 
were in the house^ and when both Mi* Kennedy and 
her Neither, who had come there to pray with thern^ 
declared^ that from such perfect resignation as theirs^ 
they would carry comfort to their own homes^ but that 
they could add nothing to such a frame of spirit. '' It 
is not time that cures our sorrows^ Mr Kennedy^" 
would the old woman say, '^for time would weary, 
and waste out, and distract the souls of us mortal crea^ 
tures. No— no— 4t is not time, Mr Forester, for as 
plainly, as clearly, as distinctly do I see now the faces 
of my three drowned boys, as I saw them on that day, 
when they were draped out of the cruel waters — and 
if me and Allan had had no other comfort, long ere this 
hour, would be baith ha'e gaen down in sortow to our 
graves." 
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Thus past the days of Michael Forester and his fa- 
mily. Ten years it was since they had left Dovenest^ 
and^ although they had their share of those ordinary 
anxieties and sorrows that will pass over the surfeu^ of 
the calmest life^ yet^ during all these ten years^ they 
had known only one miserable night and day^ when 
they feared that Lucy had been lost or dead. And 
what gratitude could ever repay such happiness ? What 
if severest trials awaited them^ had they not been the 
favourites of Heaven^ and had they not reason humUy 
to trusty that^ in their lives^ their Maker was well 
pleased ? 
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CHAPTER XI. 



It was the cheerful season of Bark-Peelings and 
Michael Forester had been for several weeks employed 
in felling a pretty extensive wood^ about five miles 
from Heriot- Water, on the edge of the Hirst — a large 
and old estate belonging to a branch of the Cranstouns. 
Michael had many persons of both sexes and all ages 
working under him, and not contented with being mere- 
ly an overlooker, he had the axe frequently in his own 
powerful hand, and thus added to his other gains the 
wages of a labourer,- always high in that severe and 
dexterous employment. Sometimes he slept all night 
in a shealing in the wood, and on these occasions Lucy 
would come tripping over the hills, and try to surprise 
her father by laughing in at the door, even before he 
had left his heather-bed in the first glow of sunlight 
She carried to him in her basket provisions for the day ; 
remained near him till twilight among the feillen trees, 
and more than once, indeed, she had stayed with him 
all night in the shealing. 

It happened that Michael Forester had been detained 
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in the wood for two successive nigbts^ ^n^f therefbre^the 
wholefamily^ Agnes^ Aunt Isobel^Lucy^and their threer 
days visitor^ Mary Morrison^ determined to pay him a 
visit at his work^ and bring him home with them in the 
evening to Bracken-Braes. They took with them what 
would be considered quite a feast in the forest; and Aunt 
Isobel selected a bottle of the choicest cowslip wine^ of 
th^t celebrated vintage^ which had proved victorious 
over all competition at an annual meeting of the 
Edinburgh Horticultural Society. Lucy said she had 
selected a dining-room^ on a spot of ground^ smooth as 
velvety near a springs over which the huge arm of a fall- 
en oak hung like a canopy that now and then flutter- 
ing in the breeze^ and tempered to a pleasant coolness 
the strongest beat of the sun. '^ There will you three 
sit — father — ^mother^ and Aunt Isobel^ while Mary and 
I will wait at table — ^and if you please^ sing you a song 
when you are drinking your wine." Lucy and Mary 
Morrison carried between them the basket of provisions 
covered with its white doth — and thus they stepped 
cheerfully along over hill and hollow^ often hurrying fieur 
before^ and often loitering far behind Agnes and Aunt 
Isobel^ who took their own good time^ not caring if they 
should not reach the wood till one o'clock^ the hour at 
which their table was to be spread in that wilderness. 
The little party^ under the guidance of Lucy^ pene- 
trated not without some difficulties in their way into the 
heart of the wood, which covered nearly thirty acres. 
^^ What a change since yesterday !" exclaimed Lucy ; 

G 
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** I saw naething o'ihat teie and that wee bit faon- 
XU6 glen yestreen* — The auld oaks^ as they fa', let 
many i^ secret place oome into the open light. Waes 
me for a' the birds and their nests— there's a poor 8liil« 
ia mourning jfor her young." Michael beheld them 
all approadiing with a pleased surprise, and left his 
axe in a wide gap across die stem of a noble oak that 
reached nearly to its heart's core, and would soon 
prostrate the giant with the earth. It was, indeed, now 
the hour of rjBst and. refreshment, and all the daslb- 
ing and crushing sounds ceased in the forest. '^ This 
way-— father-— this way, fiither," cried the joyful Lucy, 
** all of you follow Mary Mtarison and me-— for we axe 
going to lay the tatie-cloth in the Queen-Fairy^s own 
dining-room — and long before the moonlight we will 
leave it without disturbing any of the furniture to her- 
self and her Silent People." 

'' Remember, lassie, that we^are not all so young as 
yoursel'-— here am I an auld wpman of three-score and 
seren, for ten has a fearful sound— and I have walked 
five good miles without crutch or staff— come hither, 
liucy, like a bit roe as you are, and give me yoor arm 
to lean on while I take my breath mi this branch. 
Preserve us, what a thickness o' moss, and what sofit, 
grey, blue, red, yellow, aye, all the seven colours o' the 
rainbow, a' glowing with gold and silver on the bark 
of a fidlen tree. Yet the bark-peelers will strip it aff 
and fling it aside without ever looldng at it. Dear 
^le ! that so many tall trees o' the forest should be 
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brought low to tan leather ! And yet— ^I forgot 

diips maun be bidlt— ^to say nothing o' houses. Aghes^ 
my dear baim^ is not this wood^ in its ain way^ a very 
paradise ?'' 

That word^ which Aunt Isobel pronounced with i, 
sort of half self-reproTing smile^ was not in this cas^ 
altogether misapplied. For labour^ the lot of man, 
seemedhere even in its severity to partake of the charac^ 
ter of a pastime. Here from one party, the ringing 
axes as they kept at Tegular intervals biting the knot-* 
ted oaks, brought the short shrill echoes out of the grey 
cliffs that ever and anon showed some new shaped 
crag formerly hidden by the umbrage. There a group 
of women, girls,, and boys, and among them some mere 
in£ints, were beating the short limber branches, while 
a nursing mother, a little apart, wrapped in her red 
gipsy doak, hushed her baby, and then returned cheer* 
fully to her work. In one place, a number of strcmg 
n^en were hauling trunks or huge arms of trees out of 
the way, with merry cries like those of sailors at the 
weighing of anchor. In another place, lads wereheap* 
ing up the poles together in pyramids, or binding the 
low cords of fire or spoke-wood. ^^ A rae, a rae," ex« 
claimed many young voices, and away bounded the 
beautiful animal with twenty shepherds' dogs barkii^ 
in vain behind its flight. The squirrels, startled at the 
noise of the chace, ran higher up the branches of the 
standard-oaks, and the large white owl, issuing from 
his crevice in the yew-tree, kept floating about in the 
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^ftrlniPftg of the day-light^ and then settled on a branch 
with his clerical countenance^ to the infinite amuse- 
ment of all the shouting imps in the wood. 

Come along, come along/' said the impatient Lucy, 

you see they have all left their work. Put your 
hand on my shoulder^ Aunt Isobel, I see Mary Mor- 
rison is helping my mother down the brae." A dozen 
different little dinner-parties were now forming them- 
selves in nooks and comers ; while the linneta and the 
chaffincheSj in the underwood^ or on the spared trees^ 
whose nests had escaped the general devastation, began 
to take advantage of the silence, and were chirping and 
carolling in the' shaded sunshine. The cushat, too, 
moaned from his pine^-and two or three herons came 
flapping their slow and silent wings from some distant 
lake or stream to the elm-grove that, for sake of those 
noble birds, was suffered to stand with all its heredi- 
tary nests. 

Lucy, with finest eye and ear, had selected the pli^ 
for their Forest Feast. It was a dose scene, yet in that 
covert was felt the whole spirit of the wood. Within the 
circle of an old charcoal burning-place, the ingenious 
creature had so placed several wreathed limbs of trees, 
intermingled with roots and tendrils, that they formed one 
continued couch with resting-places for back and arm, 
and enclosed a slab sawn off an antique ash, which, sup- 
ported by four pillars of unpeeled birch, formed a table 
at once elegant and commodious. That table was soon 
set out by Lucy and Mary Morrison ; and as soon as the 
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laughiiig glee had subsided^ Michael blest the table^ 
and^ after a moment's silence^ the feast began. *^ Why, 
Mary, had not you and I green clothes, and then we. 
would have been very fdries ? — but Aunt Isobel is look- . 
ing for. a cup of nectar ;" and off flew the laughing Lucy 
with her golden tresses dancing in her delight, and 
firom that spring brought water clearer and brighter 
than any diamonds — ^while meek Mary Morrison moved 
round the circle with gentler steps, and with suitable 
demeanour, almost as if she had been indeed a servant. 
Agnes, who had not been out of the lone pastoral 
country of Heriot- Water for several years, felt her 
tranquil heart kindled by the beautiful forest scenery ; 
and as she looked over the multitude of fallen trees 
through the stems of the standing wood she remem- 
bered Dovenest, Hawthomden^ Dryden^ Lasswade, 
and Boslin. ^' Oh ! Michael^ you surely will not fell 
yonder tree — look at it — ^and say if it be not the iden- 
tical image of the oak that stands beside the ford across 
the Esk, at the very borders of Dovenest." — '^ Why, 
my Agnes^ Dovenest, our house and our gardens, and 
our trees all are gone, or if not gone by this time so 
much changed^ that even you would not know the 
place. They are building there a paper-mill— the 
mill-lead runs where were our gravel- walks — and the 
wheel goes dashing round where our father died and 
our Lucy was bom."—*' And why not V* said Aunt 
Isobel with a cheerful voice, ** what were the walls 
but stone and lime^ and the trees and shrubs^ and even 
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Ae Jgwiiij afcH tt dcMJ Mttcr witJMWt thaoght aad 
fsdiiig? Thae iii» sfc Jeut, no duuige In our lieartB, 
■J aoB, Ink iHnt, I ]Mpe» ib a dtaagd fat tbe better. 
For my own part, never was I so happy — I never saw 
yon both so bappy either at Doveoest er Sprinkeld as 
yon are this Mcsne d boor. There was no Lucy then 
-"''oome hither my pesrl^" and while old Aunt IsobeL 
kissed Lucy's forehead^ tbey were all silent in the 
bosh of bapptnesB. 

" Ha ! ha f cried Lucy^ ** yonder is aold blind 
Sandy Paisley with his iiddle. Only lookj &ther, how 
his bonny wee dog, Prineyj leads him through among 
the briars and brancbcBy and bow with his staff feeling 
Toond in all directions> the anld msn witbont a sin- 
gle stomUe is making his way along the wood 1 See 
now— ^e kens folk sre near at hand— -for Prinoy is 
beginning to code up his ears and bark— so Sandy has 
taken his seat on a stump^ and now for his fiddle! 
aye, yoa'U hear him singing too— hush— it ispuir Tan- 
nshill's sang wi' Mr Smith's music^ '^ Jessie the 
Fbwer o' DnnUane." 

As soon as Sandy Paisley's voice and violin were beards 
there was an end to all the dinner-partieB in the wood^ 
and the old blind musician was quickly surrounded by 
a crowded audience. Two or three yoong girls joined 
In the song^ and Sandy Paisley then instantly changed 
his voice into a firm^ deep^ low^ tremulous second^ that 
charmed the most ignorant and uninitiated in the mys- 
teries of music. " A reel, a reel," was now the general 
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crj, and half a dozen oouple beat the sod to Tulloch- 
gonim^ while Sandy yelled amain at every turn^ and 
moved his bow-hand till the fingers were almost invi- 
dble. 

Are these draps o' rain^" quoth the blind man, 

plashing on the grun' like lead? and callants and 
cutties^ dinna ye find it dose^ and sultry, and breath- 
less ?-^Tell me, are there no ony black clouds in the 
lifit?— 4iear till't — ^that growl comes frae tiie west. 
The thunder' will be rattling like artillery owre our 
heads, by the time I ha'e played three times baith parts 
o' the Flowers o' the Forest." Sighing sounds went 
wayering all over the wood ; the western horizon, far 
and wide, was blackened, and all the work-people flew 
to seek shelter from the thunder-storm. 
. Agnes had always been overcome by a thundery 
atanosphere, and had indeed, for an hour past, felt great 
oppression, but, in such a happy scene, she concealed 
her sickness, and had said nothing. Michael, after or- 
dering the work-people to keep away from the stand- 
ing trees, carried Agnes, almost fainting, in his arms, 
and laid her on the heather-bed in the shealing whare 
he had slept fior the last two nights. Aunt Isobel sat 
down beside her ; and Michael, taking Lucy and Mary 
under his protection> lay down with them under some 
leafy branches. The thunder doud was now right 
over their heads, and seemed to explode like a cannon. 

Bvery person in the wood, for the space of a moment, 
was stunned, and there was all around, in the hotness 
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of the unbreathing air^ a strong smell of sulphut. Ma&j 
started to their feet^ happy to feel^ by the use of their 
limbs^ that they were unstricken^ while a greater num- 
ber lay concealed in fear among the bushes^ from which^ 
now and then^ was lifted up the frighted face of some 
cowering urchin. " Where is Mr Forester ?" cried 
twenty vmces^ and Lucy^ who had been lying almost 
in his armsj leapt to her feet^ and stood over her father, 
who was yet motionless, and seemingly insensible. 

While the thunder went away, growling over the 
wood and the moor beyond, into the eastern mountains, 
many hands were assisting Michael Forester. Mary 
Morrisim was lying by his side, but, in a few minutes, 
she awoke^ as if from a drean^ and looked about her 
unharmed. There were no outcries — ^no clamorous 
voices — all was nearly silent. Michael seemed to re- 
cover his recollection, and the first words he was heard 
to say were, ^^Lucy — ^Lucy, how is your mother?" 
Lucy heard the words with many sobs, but her sobs 
were changed into shrieks, for she looked wildly into 
her father's face, and saw that he was blind. The 
fire of Heaven had scorched out his eyes, and Michael 
Forester was never more to see either the heavens or 
the earth. 

Michael felt that there had been dealt to him a sud- 
den and severe dispensation. But his soul knew not, as 
yet, what might be the extent of its great loss, for he 
knew not whether Agnes and Lucy were alive or dead. 
Isobel had left Agnes stunned into a swoon by the noise of 
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the bolt^ but^ by this time^ she had somewhat recover- 
ed^ and came out into the open air. Michael now 
heard both her voice and Lucy's^ and though it was 
the voice of weeping and lamentation^ yet was he now 
content. " Puir man — ^puir man," said blind Sandy 
Paisley ; '^ is it, indeed, a God's truth, that Mr Fo- 
rester has been blinded by the lightning ? — Puir man 
I pity him," and he clasped his hands together in 
strong compassion, the very hands that held the string 
by which his dog led him from house to house. 

In a little while, one of the boys came from another 
part of the wood, and said, '* Sarah Fleming is killed." 
'^ Puir orphan," said a voice, ^' Sarah had no much in 
this world to wish living for — ^but she was a hard-work- 
ing harmless thing, and quarrelled wi' naebody." Two 
of the wood-cutters brought the body to the spot, where 
all the others were now assembled, and laid it on the 
ground. There was no disfigurement of face or figure, but 
the orphan girl was manifestly dead. She had neither 
broths nor sister, nor any relation working in the wood. 
Indeed she had been an only child of parents who 
died before she knew their faces. And; although, for , 
a week or two, every one pitied Sarah Fleming, her 
death made small void in that little circle, and on the 
second Sabbath only a very few missed her &ce in the 
kirk. 

The body of the orphan now lay unheeded, not from 
indifference to her fate, but from a sense of the unavail- 
ingness of pity, while every one was sorely disturbed 
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about Michael Forester^ and many tried to persuade 
themselyes^ that there still might be hope^ and that 
his eye-sight might be restored. But Isobel in her 
«ged composure^ Agnes in her exceeding love^ and Lu- 
cy in the distraction of childish tenderness^ all alike 
knew that hope there was none^ and beseeched the 
workmen to carry Michael to Bracken-Braes. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



. From the first moment there had been no hope for 
JM[ichael Forester. This he had himself known^-— Ag- 
nes^ Lucy^ and Isobel^ and all who had seen the na« 
ture of the affliction. It was a sudden and total 
diange &Mn light to darkness^ fr<»n free bounding mo^ 
tion over all the varieties of the uneven earthy to anxi- 
oos and timid steps along the floor of a sick room, or 
at last tobeguided by some living hand within a safe and 
narrow circle of unincumbered ground^ set apart for 
the exercise of the blind. Such visitations come alike 
upon humility and pride^ sweeping the low and the 
hig^ places^ so that the cottar and the king are equally 
insecure as the worm that is trodden upon among the 
grass. Oh ! what thoughts weighed on Michael's mind 
as he felt himself carried in pain and darkness up and 
down the hilla towards Bracken-Braes I Thoughts of 
dependence and uselessness^ perhaps of a life to be 
sustained on charity !— what a change since the mom- 
ix^ he had left them^ as he heard the door of his 
house opened> and knew that he was to see that roof 
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and that Plane-tree no more ! Utterly extinguished 
were those clear bright bold eyes that had ney.er been 
afraid to look into any man's 'face — ^no more to gaze 
over the meadows and pastoral braes of his farm — no 
^ more to be turned in the delight of pious knowledge 
towards the glorious luminaries of Heaven — ^to see sweet 
little fair-haired Lucy and her laughing eyes no more 
— ^nor her innocent hands folded in prayer before her 
Maker. Unseen by him was henceforth to be the 
meek beauty of his Agnes. But her soft low voice> 
that was still to be enjoyed far more than ever^ and 
that blessed head was yet to lie nightly within his bo- 
som. The dire distress met a sort of dim and awful con- 
tentment in the depth of his spirit as it descended there; 
and on the morning of the second Sabbath^ as he heard 
and knew the sound of £euxiiliar feet and voices^ some- 
what as it seemed more cheerful and unconstrained> 
Michael Forester knew not whether he might not al- 
most be called happy. 

*' I never heard the kirk-bell so distinctly before. 
What a calm and clear-aired day must it be^ Agnes ! 
Has Lucy gone with Aunt Isobel to the kirk ?" Lucy 
had that moment come into the room^ and her father 
knew her lightest footstep — for^ even already^ in one 
Httle week^ had his thoughts and feelings begun to 
trust more than before to the intimations of the ear. 
He took his child's hand into his^ and felt that her 
small fingers were enclosing her Bible. ** Be hap- 
py — ^my Lucy — ^in the house of God — ^for I am hap- 

10 



THE FOR£:ST£RS. 109 

py." Lucy's eyes were all filled with tears, but Aunt 
Isobel called to her with a kind impatience £rom the 
imter-door, that the first bell had ceased; so the 
child gave her fathef a farewell kiss, and by the time 
they had crossed the wooden-bridge, the sun was shin- 
ing so joyfully, the stream murmuring along with such 
a cheerful tune, and the lark so happy in heaven, that 
Lucy's cheeks were dry, and the bright calm of child- 
hood established in her bosom, permanent as the blue 
region of air lying without a doud from the morning 
till the evening of some long summerrday. 

The house was filled with the stillness of Sabbath, 
and the other few inmates had left Agnes sitting by her 
blind husband. ^^ Oh ! Michael ! I am a poor weak 
being — ^and I fear that I have not been, in too many 
things, a good poor man's wife. When I look back 
on our eleven married years, I see myself cherish- 
ed, and cared for at all times like the best lady in the 
land. For me and Lucy has my husband toiled early 
and late, and in all weathers^ while I was idle by the 
fireside. If Agnes Hay was in comfort, my Michael 
thought not of himself — and, oh ! may my Maker now 
graciously be pleased to enable me to do my duties — 
dififerent as they must henceforth be — else better that 
I had never been bom. Oh that this dispensation had 
fiedlen upon me I for I am but little worth in the house, 
and woidd have been well contented to be still and 
humble in the loss of sight, while you were busy as 
before at all your works. Oh ! my husband ! if ever I 
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liave been self-willed^ or forgelfol^ I will weep in xe* 
morse of my sins — ^for you tauglit me every thing I 
knowj and without your communicationB of what I owed 
to Ood^ and my fellow-creatures, more worthless should 
I have been than even what I feel myself to be^ with 
such a burden of love and duty now laid upon my heart." 
The blind man would not interrupt that piteous voice> 
for it reconciled him to his ^ate. He sat up inhis bed;^ 
and taking his Agnes's hadd into his^ '^ This ring/'. he 
said with a smile^ '^ I put on thy hand widi joj 
when thou wert the fairest of the £edr— -nor have years 
;^t impaired thy beauty. Blind I am— i-and nmst fw 
ever be — but thy face will yet be visible^ nor will thy 
smiles ever be as nothing in my memory. Never once 
-—Agnes — ^never once — ^hear me, O' Heavens ! £rom 
whom came the scorching lightnings— hast thou given 
me one moment's unhappiness ! and if thou repinest 
not — I shall be as happy— p-it may be happier than 
^ver. But I know you will not repine — ^for Agnes 
Hay^ diild^ maiden^ and mother^ waking and asleep, 
by her own hearth, in the open air, and in the house 
of God, hath ever been a Christian." 

Now for a while silent-^and.now speaking to each 
ether a few affectionate words, three hours had passed 
away, and the congregation had left the kirk. *^ Agnes 
— think, if my eyes had been yet unextinguished, and 
our Lucy dead, what then would have been the dark- 
nei^ and the silence of Brackeo-Braes ? - Both of-ias 
had then, indeed, been worse than blind, ibr what 
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then to ns liad been the unavailing light ? Methinks 
the dear lassie will soon be returning from Divine 8er«> 
vioe^ or perhaps they have taken her and Aunt Isob^ to 
ihe Manse." Lucy had come into the room with fleet 
silent as the shadows^ and had heard her Other's words. 
Well she knew how dear she was to her father^ but 
this expression of it so overh^rd carried her into hea^ 
yen. She stood still at the foot of the bed — a guardisii 
angel> unseen by him for whom &ihe wept. *^ Agnei*— 
why are you sobbing?" said Michael; but his Lucy 
came up to his pillow^ and at once melted and overawed> 
knelt down and breathed a prayer^ of which the few, 
simple^ and broken words were assuredly not unheard 
in heaven. 

In the cool of the evenings Mr and Miss Kennedy 
came from the Manse to Bracken-Braes. Aunt Iso^ 
bd had had warning of the visits and had the house in 
die same cheerful order as if they had been invited to a 
festival. ^' Come — ^Lucy — snod your hair a little, and 
dinna look as you had been crying/'-^and at that kind 
oommand^ Lucy smiled £rom her very heart. The tea^ 
table was got ready in Michael's room ; and the pre* 
sence of Mr and Miss Kennedy imposed a pleasant re^ 
straint on aily too mournful feelings that might other-^' 
wiae have arisen. The Minister knew the character of 
his Elder, and his words of comfort were but few. 
But they were chosen by a fine and pious mind ; and 
the graoe before and after that meal touched cords that 
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long continued to sound in the resigned silence of the 
blind man's spirit. 

Aunt Isobel^ who had kept moving to and fro^ now 
ushered in Sandy Paisley. " I hope you'll no be of- 
fended^ Mr Forester^ wi' my coming to see how you 
are after your calamity. A blin' man like me can feel 
mair than others in sic a trial. But he can^ maybe^ 
likewise gi'e mair comfort." Aidd Sandy Paisley was 
kindly welcomed^ and shook hands with Michael in his 
bed. He was privileged to speak^ lowly as he was in 
character and condition — for he was upwards of seven- 
ty^ and had been in darkness for forty years. '^ Wud 
you believe me^ Mr Forester^ when I say it^ tliat it's 
just like a dream to me^ the time when I saw the hea- 
ven and the earthy the stars> and the flowers^ human 
creatures^ and the animals o' the brute creation ? My 
£aith^ gin I were to get the use of my e'en now^ how I 
wud glower at a' the outward works of God! Gude troth, 
I'se warrant I could na comprehend them half as weel 
as I do now. It would be a sair confusion." There was a 
gladsome tinkle in the old contented creature's voice 
that made these few words a homily to all their hearts, 
and Lucy put the tea-cup into his hand with more thaM 
usual care and gentleness. " I recollec' that I was ga'en 
gleg frae the first week o' my blindness. Before that, I 
never could walk twenty yards wi' my e'en shut, without 
beipg terrified o' rupning owre a precipice, or a coach 
and six, although I wais in a hayrfield. But nae soon- 
er was I blin', than away I marched right leg foremost. 
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without fear o' stumbling owre a stane or a straw. I 
felt a little nervish and queer sometimes before I got a 
doggie and string — and you wud ha'e leucb to split 
your sides to ba'e seen me louping as if I had been de- 
mented^ high up in the air^ and wi' a lang spang, at a bit 
runner o' -water^ aiblins the breadth o' my twa hands. 
I had na learned then^ you understand, to calculate 
soun's ; and then when I knoited the ba' o' my foot 
against a stane, I wud caper as if I had ran foul o' a 
haill cart-load o' road-metal. But these are auld 
times— noo I gang dannering alang as steady as a rock, 
or rather like a ship under sail in a fine breeze on the 
ocean." 

The loquacity of some people— -one can scarcely tell 
why-^thougH endless is not tiresome — and such now 
was the loquacity of this old blind mendicant. '^ We're 
gaun to ha'e a fine summer o't, I'm thinking. I ken 
by the sangs o' the birds in April what is to be the na- 
ture o' July. Oh ! but I like the lang days that gang 
snoving so cannily down the skies — for then I carena 
whare I sleep. I just drap down behint a stane or a 
dyke— -wi' the kine lying round about me«— and the 
wee bit moorMnd birds twittering, like perfect nightin- 
gales as they are^ wi' sma' interruption through the 
star-hours. Deevil the fear o' ony rheumatics — ^for I 
seldom want a drap o' the cretur in a bit leather bot- 
tle I keep in ane o' my pouches. Gude safe us" 
————*' Nay, Sandy, my honest friend — a little 
more reverent in your language."—'' Pardon— pardon, 
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Mr Kennedy and all the rest — I'm but a puir sense- 
less sinner^" letting his voice drop at the same time, 
" and what would become o' me, stane-blin', and no sae 
fax aff fourscore, ""gin my Maker should forget me wan- 
dering by mysel' along the high-roads, or among the 
hags o' peat-mosses on the lonesome moors." 

Michael Forester felt his whole nature strengthened 
by Sandy's cheerful resignation. Shall I repine — ^he 
thought— or question the mercy of Gk)d's judgment^-— 
when I hear this childless, houseless, grey-haired beggar 
so happy, over whose dying hour there may be none to 
watch when it comes perhaps upon him in a snow-wreath, 
or a storm among the hiUs ! ^^Did I ever tell you,*' conti- 
nued Sandy, " the story o' the Bri^? Weel then — You 
see there had been a spate in the Yearn-water the day 
o' John Borland's wedding, and the Broose was to be 
frae the Manse o' Meams into Eaglesham. Thinks I to 
mysel' I should like to see the Broose— that is, to hear 
the brassle — ^for I had a kind o' an interest in ane o' 
the Pownies, Bob Howie's Pyet. So awhile afore the 
start, aff I sets, intending to take my station on a bit 
knowe at the Brigg-end. A kittle turn it was, halfway 
down a stey braei As I was standing on the bit knowe, 
hearkening about me, there was something I didna weel 
understand in the soun' of the Yearn, a maist desperate 
gurgling, and growling, and rampaging o' water — ^and 
the roar seemed to gang clean up to the skies without 
ony deadening effec' o' stane and lime. O ho ! thinks I — 

what's become o' the Brigg ? I gangs cannily on, fit by 

11 
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fit^ wi' Service before me — (no the same doggie as that 
aneath my chair — ^but the feither o' him^) and Service^ 
to be siire^ youfs^ and turns about^ and rugs at the 
string Hke a trout that has been weel heucked wi' a 
bait-heuck. The bonnie Brigg o' Humbie had sunk 
d^wn before the spate like a pack o' cards— and Hea- 
ven ha'e mercy-r-there comes the Broose^ along the flat 
afore the rising o' the hill^ a' gallopping like mad^ wiV 
a score o' lads riding double wi' bonnie lasses ahiat 
them. Puir blin' creatures^ they were a' galloppii^ to 
destruction. Up I gets — and awa like lightnings wi' 
Service barely able to keep up wi' me — ^for he was ra- 
ther pechy^ and had never seen his master fleeing in 
that gate afore — roaring out^ ' The Brigg's down-~ 
the Brigg's soopit awa' by the spate.' I heard Bob 
Howie on the Pyet — for weel I kent the cretur's feet 
like so many hailstanes — ^ The Brigg's &'en down'-— 
but on drove the wild deevil^ for he feared naething in 
this warld — ^while> thinks 1, ' The Pyet '11 flee owre the 
Yearn^ and ne'er ken the Brigg's missing.' — However 
the Broose fell lown^ and the Pyet came back to where 
I was stan'ings close to the hedge^ for there was a power 
o' rough-shod cattle. ' Ye ha'e saved the lives o' 
mony o' us — Sandy'— said John Borland — 'what reward 
shall you have ?' Says I^ ' A kiss o' the bride^' — and 
I pried her mou'^ (I ask your pardon^ ladies^) for I 
was a young chiel then — ^no exceeding saxty^ and I had 
known Nancy Whitelaw since she was a bairn. Never 
played I wi' sic birr as at that wedding — and the com- 
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pany collected for me ayont thretty shillings^-^to say 
naething o' daes. The truth maun be spoken — I was- 
na quite sober for half a week after. There's a gude 
deal o' meaning in that story^ Mr Kennedy— 4>ut 
aiblins you have heard it before— -though I never 
tell't twice the same way^ and yet every way is the true 
ane." 

In an hour all visitors were gone— Agnes and Lucy 
accompanied Mr and Miss Kennedy as far as the Linn^ 
and old Sandy Paisley retired thankfully to his straw 
bed in a^ out-house^ the sort of lodging which the 
blind mendicant had preferred to every other for many 
years. 
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THE F0BBSTER3. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



It was within his own heart and his own home that 
Michael Forester found the most effectual consolation 
under his irremediable calamity; but the universal 
compassion felt for him over the parish^ and expressed 
in a hundred affecting ways^ could not but breathe its 
own peculiar comfort. He knew that there was not 
a single fireside for many miles round at which he was 
not thought of^ and prayers offered up for the welfare 
of his family. Not a day passed without children 
dropping in with inquiries from their parents ; a^id of. 
fers were made and accepted to perform gratuitously 
little pieces of work about the farm which could not 
be delayed^ now that the power of the summer-season 
was strong on the earth. In the discharge of his du- 
ties as an Elder^ Michael had been in every house in 
the parish. Families with whom he had scarcely any 
other acquaintance^ now visited him with much of the 
affectionate solicitude of old friends ; while the few to 
whom he had long been attached by an intimate friend- 
ship behaved like brothers^ or sons> or fathers. If 
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there were any persons who looked on the Foresters 
with unkindly feelings-— of envy or jealousy^ or cause- 
less offence — ^they now dismissed all such recollection 
from their minds> and bore testimony to Michael's 
worth and the piety of his resignation. Even Elspeth 
Riddel — the old lonely creature of ninety — ^who had 
not been able to attend the kirk for several years^ 
tottered down to Bracken-Braes^ and on the utmost 
verge of life^ with the world fast fading away from her 
dim eyes^ and all its bands long ago broken/ she eager- 
ly beseeched Michael to tell her how his mind bore 
this dispensation^ and smiled cheerfully when she heard 
his collected reply^ like one still interested in this 
scene of shadows. . 

Michael had now almost completely recovered his 
former strength ; and^ at first sights a stranger could 
not have discovered that he was blind. His deport- 
ment had always been quiet and grave^ although he 
was a man of great strength and activity; and his 
blindness had occasioned but a slight alteration in his 
appearance and his movements. His high broad ample 
forehead chiefly fixed the notice of those who regard- 
ed him^ and in the pleasant calm of his other intelligent 
features^ it was not at first observed that his eyes were 
extinguished. Michael Forester was generally the tallest 
man present — ^and his naturally straight and erect per- 
son was little^ if any things depressed now by the feel- 
ing of helplessness or insecurity. On the contrary^ much 
was added to its dignity by that settled calm wkich^ 



TH£ FORESTEES. 119 

approacfaing to melancholy, was only found not to be 
so when you entered into conversation with him, and 
found his mind alert upon all topics, and full as ever 
of the power of intelligence and enjoyment. While or- 
dinary — perhaps frivolous — ^mirth and amusement went 
on about him, Michael sat unaware perhaps of the 
trifling pleasures stirring in the room, or if aware of 
them, he allowed them to proceed without regret or 
reproval. He remembered what he had himself been 
a couple of months ago, and was glad to think that 
those pleasant pastimes which sweeten life were going 
on in his presence, although he could now take little 
or no active part in such recreations. Voices now were 
to him the sole symbols of affection and happiness — 
and he felt himself every day recognizing, shades of 
tone in the voices of those he most loved, that express- 
ed to him all the varieties of the most watchful feel- 
ing, and seemed even to yield him a deeper knowledge 
than he had ever possessed before both of their love 
and their character. A word from his Agnes was now 
even more than a smile had been before, and when he 
heard Lucy laughing or singing, in' or out of doors, he 
also at the same time saw the happy creature as vi- 
vidly in her beauty as if he had gazed upon her with a 
thousand eyes. Already he felt the gracious processes 
going on within him, by which nature supplies those 
losses which would seem iatal to the peace of a mortal 
being, and finally converts into a blessing that elevates 
the whole life, that which still continues to appear to 
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others to be a cane that would ahnost make death itself 
welcome to the stricken spirit. 

It was now the time of the Sacrament in the Parish 
of Holylee. The kirk was a very small edifice^ and 
with its narrow aisle^ if the passage may so be called 
that divided the pews^ was Ol adapted for the celebra- 
tion of that Rite. Accordingly^ it had been the us- 
age^ from time immemorial, to administer the Sacra- 
ment £a the open air. There was a low round lull, not 
fJEff from the kirk, with a plat of level ground at its 
foot, of which, as it was a sheep-pasture, the herbage 
was always smooth and short. Round this grfeen 
eminence the streamlet glided away like a dream, and 
within the distance of a few hundred yards an unseen 
waterfall refreshed the place with a perpetual murmur. 
The knoll was covered with the congregation, and on 
the edge €i the plat stood a tent from which the zeal- 
ous minister addressed his flock. On that plat^ too, the 
taUes were spread — ^there the Elders placed the bread 
and wine— and beneath the Uue skies of heaven was 
ratified that mysterious covenant between &Uen man 
and his Redeemer. 

At this Summer's Sacrament, all eyes were turned 
upon Michael Forester. For several years before, he 
had been seen there acting as an Elder, but now he did 
not venture to take upon himself any active duties* 
Kind way was made for him and his feunily, as walk- 
ing between Agnes and Lucy, he entered among the 
seats placed on the green swaid. Lucy had hold of her 
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£&1^fs hand, and every eye blessed tli6 little beautifiil 
goide. The blind man was delighted in his darkness 
to hear the rustte of the leaves of Psidm-Book and 
Bible, as the congregation prepared to sing the praises 
of their Grod^ or looked out the text from which their 
Pastor was to preach the tidings of salvation. He 
thought of other meetings of other years^ yet his soul 
was not dismayed* 

Durii^ this solemn service^ the eyes of one young crea^ 
ture^ especially^ Emma Cranstoun^ were often fixed on 
the £eunily of the Foresters. She was then^ indeed^ 
the Lady of the Hirsts for her Neither had died several 
years ago^ and her only brother was a prisoner of war 
at Verdun. Emma Cranstoun had been educated fa- 
shionably in England^ and this was the first summer she 
had been in Scotland since her infiuicy. Although 
one so well bom could not want firiends^ yet Emma, 
in the midst of riches and sjdendour, had long been as 
much to be pitied as the poorest orphan. Her heart 
was by nature formed for every pure affection, but it 
had been locked up during those years, when the fountain 
of feeling flows with most force and clearness. Delicate 
health brought her to the Hirst, to breathe for asummer 
the air of her native hills — and being on a visit, for a 
few days, at the Manse, she now attended the Sacra- 
ment at Holylee, and took her place among the hum- 
blest parishioners. Early during the service her eyes 
had fallen on Agnes and Lucy, whom she saw to be 
mother and daughter. Michael's calamity she had 
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heard spoken of^ and her heart was suddenly touched 
with emotions of pity and admiration. Although there 
was little difference in their dress from that of their 
lowly equals^ Emma Cranstoun saw at once about 
them a finer character of feeling and intelligence. 
Her heart was interested^ attracted^ drawn towards 
the group by the cords of some invisible sympathy, and, 
after the service was concluded, she told Miss Kennedy 
that she wished to speak to her tenant, Michael Fo- 
rester. The impression which, unaware to them, Mi- 
chael and his family had made upon the young Lady 
of the Hirst, was rendered still more favourable during 
that short conversation; and Emma Cranstoun, who had 
scarcely ever before spoken to a cottager, because she 
had had no opportunities, was touched with a new de- 
light, on finding so much sense, grace, and beauty in 
those whom she had been taught to consider almost an 
inferior order of beings. Emma Cranstoun was but 
sixteen years old, and Lucy was eleven, so that her 
heart yearned towards the child at every bhish that 
mantled round her downcast eyes, and she said within 
herself, that she would, that very evening, pay a visit 
to Bracken-Braes. 

Emma Cranstoun, the Lady of the Hirst, was accus- 
iiomed to follow all her inclinations, but these were uni- 
formly innocent. Self-willed she no doubt was, but 
her nature was a happy one, and even her caprices 
were virtuous. Her heart had been deluded, by an 
imperfect education, out of much that was the natural 
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dowry of youths but it kad received no taint of corrup- 
tion. She had retained- her simplicity in the midst of 
false or excessive refinement^ nor had the hollow hy« 
pocrisies of those to whom the care of her early years 
had been committed taught her any unconscious imi- 
tation of artifice or deceit. The creature pf impulse 
she indeed was> but her impulses were all instinctive- 
ly towards right actions and the society of the inno- 
cent like herself. Of this kind was her strong sudden 
emotion of love to Lucy. Forester. It might be call- 
ed a mere whim — a sport or sally of the humour — yet 
who could lo(^ on Lucy's face and say> that to love it 
at sight was either thoughtless or unreasonable ? In 
the calm of the evenings therefore^ Emma took with 
her a sii^le domestic and walked up the vale towards 
Bracken-Braes. 

With a delighted wonder at its perfect neatness^ or- 
der^ and beauty^ the Lady of the Hirst stood below the 
Plane-tree and gazed on the cottage. The enchant- 
ment of heavenly music rose from within with many a 
joyful swell, and many a pathetic dose. She knew 
•that the family were praising their Maker — that this 
was the evening psalm. She turned aside her head to 
listen more intently — ^and her eyes fell upon the gold- 
en light of the setting sun. The pure evening air — 
the walk up the valer— the whole solemn business of 
the day — and the novelty of all around her, worked up- 
on her heart and her imagination ; and when the hymn 
ceased, Emma felt the tears on her cheek, and drew a 
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deep sigh of disturbed happiness. It seemed as if^ 
since this Sabbath mornings a new life and a new world 
had been revealed to her^ and that before this evening she 
had known little or nothing either of her own heart or 
of her fellow creatures. 

Lucy was leading her father out to his seat below the 
Plane-tree> to enjoy an hour of its dim shadow^ before 
they all retired to rest^ when she beheld the Lady of 
the Hirst smiling upon her^ with the most afiable be- 
nignity. '^ Father— father^ our Lady is here>" breathed 
Lucy in a whisper^ and Michael turned respectfully 
towards the sweet voice of their visitor. Agnes and 
Aunt Isobel were soon of the party> and Emma sat on 
the osier seat beneath the tree^ surrounded by her new 
friends^ who regarded her with affectionate admirationi 
Agnes Hay was fair in her matronly serenity^ and 
beautiful Lucy indeed was with all her kindling smiles 
half subdued by bashfnlness and humility^ but Emma 
Cranstoun possessed that charm^ which only high re- 
finement can give^ and which is altogether irresistible 
and inimitable, when united, as in her it was, with 
simplicity as unaffected as ever belonged to rural inno« 
cence in the most solitary dwelling. ^^ They say that 
the Cranstouns have ever been a beautiful family,'- 
whispered Aunt Isobel to Agnes, ^^ but never surely, 
since they bore that name, was there a fairer daughter 
of that house than that lovely image." Then, seeing a 
slight hectic flush on the lady's cheek, Agnes entreated 
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her not to sit in the dews^ but to honour a poor man's 
house with her presence. 

The conversation led insensibly into the cares and 
joys^ the pains and pleasures belonging to humble life. 
Emma Cranstoun asked a great many questions^ but 
every sentence seemed to awaken her heart. Hither- 
to she had seen, and only seen poor men's houses^ and 
passed them by without a feeling or a thought. She 
had seen the smoke rising from the chimneys in the 
morning or evening calm^ and thought it beautiful^ but^ 
as it dissolved in the air^ it was forgotten^ as if it had 
been a picture of an unreal thing. Now she looked 
with intense interest on all the fundture of the £ftrm- 
house^ and> homely as it was^ in comparison with the 
splendour in which she had always livedo she could not 
but feel how interesting and appropriate it was, and how 
true the character of every thing belonging to those 
excellent people was to their condition. ^* Are all the 
families of humble life like this ?" thought the simple 
girl ; '' if so, may I live all my days at the Hirst, and 
be a daily visitor among the cottages." 

The sun had gone down^ and there was now as much 
darkness as there would be during the whole night. The 
Lady of the Hirst, more than courteously, wished good 
ni^t to liiichael^ Agnes^ and Aunt Isobel ; and happy 
indeed was Lucy to walk by her side, part of the way^ 
to the Manse. " Do you think, my pretty Lucy> that you 
could love me> for I wish that we were friends?" 
Lucy was afraid to speak ; the very thought of such a 
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superior being to herself calling her friend^ was more 
than the simple child could for a moment imagine. 
But all the way back from the Manse^ beneath the 
moon and the stars^ Lucy was thinkings in her delight^ 
what she could do for that beautiful lady — ^how she 
could serve her in any way^ however small^ only to 
show her gratitude— and^ when she thought on that 
sweet smile^ and still sweeter voice^ addressed to her 
blind father^ Lucy felt that she could die willingly for 
one so free from pride^ so lovely^ and so compas- 
sionate. Agnes> whose quiet heart was yet at ail 
times filled with tenderest anxieties about Lucy^ this 
night laid her head on her husband's bosom with an 
assurance that her child had found a friend-*-and that 
fiedr and b^gnant Creature was before her in her 
dreams. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



Little more than half of Michael Forester's lease of 
twenty-one years had expired when he had lost his sights 
and during the first despair of that deprivation he had 
thought of giving up his Farm. But he soon felt that 
there was no necessity for doing so — and that with faith* 
ful assistance he could continue to pay his rent^ and do 
justice to the beautiful property he had so long culti- 
vated. That assistance he had fwind in William Laid- 
law^ a nephew of the old childless couple at Mooredge. 
All the braes had long been dear pasturage — ^the holms 
by the streamlet's side were rich in natural soil and ge- 
nerous treatment— each inclosed field had been brought 
to sustain unexhausted its due rotations of crop — the 
small coppice-woods^ preserved from sheep and cattle, 
flourished amain with their oaks, birks, andhazles— • 
while here and there among the hedgerows stood an Ash 
or an Elm of no mean growth, and casting a grateful 
shadow in the pastoral solitude. Now that nearly three 
years had elapsed since his blindness, Michael had 
every reason to believe that Bracken-Braes still pre« 
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served its superiority over every other farm in the Pa- 
rish. 

During these three years it was astonishing what 
progress Michael Forester had made in that practical 
education which the blind pursue under the guidance 
of nature. Indeed he had many and great advantages 
over the generality of men reduced to that condition. 
His strong natural talents and deep natural affections had 
all been genially cultured and cherished — so that from 
the first week of his affliction^ his mind and his heart 
had neither of them been left desolate. Thoughts and 
feelings had been stored up against that evil day^ and 
the blind man felt strong in knowledge and in love. 
His habits had from boyhood been of a thoughtful cast^ 
and when the presence of the visible world was veiled 
from his eyes^ his meditations only became more con- 
centrated—or rather more spiritual ; but there had been 
no violent wrenching away or breaking off^ and in an 
incredibly short time memory supplied the place of 
sights and her images were substantial as realities. His 
body and his limbs were powerful and active b^ond 
those of most men; and he soon learned to plant his 
feet on the ground without shrinking or timidity^ and 
to walk along fearless of all obstructions. A hundred 
sounds unnoticed before were now familiar to him, each 
signifying something useful for the blind to know. He 
by degrees observed how all surrounding objects modi- 
fied his perceptions. Measurements of relative dis- 
tances were unconsciously made in his mind every 

1 
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shorter or longer walk he took^ and paths became 
known to him alone^ existing not to the eyes of others^ 
but traced out by his ear and his touch. The stream 
could not wind its most noiseless way without his ear 
detecting the altered murmur over deep or shallow. 
He knew in a moment precisely where he stood^ as the 
gentle din of the tiny waterfall rose up from among 
the hazles. The cawing of the rooks rising or falling 
on his ear told him how far he was from the Hirst- woods 
— and he knew from the plover's cry before he came 
to the edge of the moss. Echoes^ that others heard not> 
whispered to him the path in his solitude. The hollow 
ground — ^the acclivity — the bent — ^the lea— »the light 
gravelly soil — the heavy till — ^the moss turf — ^the hear 
ther-patch — the wet rushy flat — the stony upland-:- 
here |md there a huge rock — or an extended precipice 
•:— by help of these characters he reperused in his dark- 
ness the country around him that he had so long stu- 
cued with open eyes^ and thus every month he heard and 
felt his way feui^her and farther among the braes^ hills^ 
and mountains. He soon found that his long staff was 
indeed like a feeler^ as old Sandy Paisley had told him^ 
and that it was really very part of his existence. But 
it was not thus that all his practice had been acquired; 
for his gentle^ patient^ and devoted Agnes was for 
ever at his side — or Aunt Isobel^ whose lamp burned 
with a more cheerful glow as the mist of years gather-* 
ed round it— -or Lucy led the way with a dance and a 
song^ or hushed and silent as an undisturbed lapwing 

I 
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walking on tbe apUtary lea. Wben alane, vfla^ 1^ ns^ 
unfrequently was^ Qven at a di^tanee £rofB| tl^e. lMWf^« 
lie knew that the eye of Grod was upcm ^veiry foo^^p 
of the blinds and^ beyond aU doubts %h^% v^ry c^iaf^ 
ty itself brought wisdom. The cfei^ture W9» to^d by 9 
still small Toice to tbi^w itaelf upon iti| Cf^tor. 

In ftuch a state of mindj what a blessing lyas. sucb a 
wife as Agnes ! What if a vain> ligbti, unintelliigentt 
woman had been caUed upon to ^mi^t ai^d QQinfort hiiHy 
even although conjugal af^ti^ bad s^bsi^^ed i^ her 
bosom ! But here we^ a guardian being constantly 
near hirn^ night ^nd day^ strong in peace^ iB^o<^nq^4 
^d piety. No stormy passion h^d eyex broken ^e 
calm cQi^tinui^ of ber blan^^less Uf^. Never bad she 
de^gi^d God ^x her Saviour by vain repining or wiUul 
disobedi?AO^ ^^ Sible had 9ot been tak^n uji^casu- 
ally^ giyii^ i^welcoii^e intimations that were nctglejCt- 
ed in worldly c^es^i or Xh^% f^rved only to, sadden the 
heart with the tPUQh of feelings tpo so^Lemn and aacr^ 
to b^ld long alliance vi^iijh mere earthly affe^ions. But 
in that BiUe she bad^ :from the dawn of reason^ seeQ 
r^yealed £| l%bt that never :s¥a3 ^llpsed by the douds 
of this world. Let her read that hook a.th^u^a^d ^^ 
a, thousand tim^j not a single page ever be^ajpijii^ weari« 
some Qn the repetition ! To what state of tbe^ soni 
9ught not one or other of tbose touching Psti^bles be 
iipplied ! Oa evening of workaday alike ai» on th^^t 
pf the Sabb^tb^. bad b^ heart ever been <^i^ to 
t)»at Sem^o» o^ tbe Moi^nt ! So that when h^r 
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l&id ktti^nd was dttiag by the fireside^ that biased 
with the old roots his own hands had ooUeeted^ and 
Laej weatking, of readings or singiag^ beneath the quick 
notice of Aunt Isobel's eyes^ while all thfe room was 
else silent but the tick of the clock or the rustliag 
noise in his wicker cage of a thrush that had never 
known liberty— at such an hoor^ in that hut^ re« 
»fcoratiye and like a voice from above was the memory 
df those WMrds, '' Blessed are the poor in spirit^ ist 
theirs k the knigdom of Heaven 1" 

And during the three years of her father's blindness, 
how had his Lucy shot np into a stately ftoiwer ! On 
that disastrous day in the Hirst- Wood she was bot a 
child — now she was the fairest maiden of all the hills. 
Month after month had Michael, felt her head growing 
up beneath his hand--^and he had not now to stoop so 
low to kiss h&c cheek* Her voice had lost much of its 
in&ntine tone — and was deepened into a mellow music. 
Free still were her motions in the open air as those of 
the fftwn at play — but she stepped about the house^ of 
which she had now her own part in the anrangmeats^ 
with a blythsome carefulness; while at churchy Ae 
sat as perfectly composed and attentive durii^ the 
whole service as the oldest person. H^ feelings were 
naturally quiek^ warm--*^dBiost impatient ; and wlwn 
left wholly to herself^ Lucy might sometimes be way- 
ward and headstrcmg ; but when any duty called her 
to her £ftther^ then in a moment she was hushed^ Hke a 
lark that drops down suddenly into its nest from the 
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sky when the shadow of the hawk is seen on the hill- 
side. Nor did Michael Forester deny to his Lucy any 
pf the harmless pastimes suitable to her age. Each 
season had its holidays; and perhaps winter^ with all its 
snow^ gloom^ and darkness^ was to Lucy the cheerfuUest 
time of all the year. Then she and the Maynes went 
for a month or two to the dancing in a bam near the 
Manse^ or to learn church-music in the village school. 
But above all the other festivals that came betweexk their 
long intervals of homely life^ tinging them with the hues 
of imagination^ was merry Halloween. In that secluded 
glon^ the mirthful superstition of that night was felt to be 
prolonged almost from winter to winter. Bracken-Braes 
was most frequently the chosen scene of the revels. 
The commodious kitchen was decked with branches of 
the hawthorn^ red with its humble fruit— and with the 
holly-boughs^ cut without mercy^ and in spite of all 
their prickles^ to brighten, the festivities. Then the 
easily excited spirit of childhood and youth threw all 
its feelings and all its fancy into the hazle-nuts that 
cracked away from the ruddy embers— and many a 
pretty face^ in vain pursuit of the swimming apples^ 
hung over the water-pail^ with its long heavy tresses to 
be readjusted by the hand of some boyish sweetheart. 
Meanwhile the older people carried on their own con- 
versation by the chimney-nook — undisturbed by the 
noisy mirth that gave a happier flow to their own 
thoughts — and many a joke went round the circle — ^the 
wit of the lowly mind that seldom lacks in its content- 
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ment a strong trace of kindliness^ and wisely sports with 
the hiurdships of the poor man's life. 

Nor had that visit of the young and beautiful Lady 
of the Hirst been the last^ by at least a'^hundred^ dur- 
ing those few years at Bracken-Braes. Emma Cran- 
stoun's heart had received^ on that Sabbath^ an impres- 
sion which was never to be effaced. Not without great 
ifijustice could it have been said that the innocent girl 
had not^ before that day^ been a Christian. For^ in 
the midst of all the vanities with which her steps had 
been surrounded^ she had never been a stranger to the 
place of worship^ nor unacquainted with her Bible. 
But the influence that ought to have been prevalent 
and abiding^ had been but partial and transitory ; that 
book had been taken up only at formal intervals of time 
far otherwise occupied ; and the Sabbath-day not more 
than decently observed^ stood by itself unoommunicat- 
ing with the week^ so that a pious spirit had still to be 
rewakened and renewed. Neither had the life she had 
"been constrained to lead frequently stirred her best 
human affections. But as soon as her eyes had been 
opened to the knowledge^ however limited^ of humble 
rural life^ she beheld before her wants that she could 
supply^ sorrows that she could assuage^ evils that she 
. could averts and joys that she could increase tenfold ; 
while^ thenceforth^ aU the precepts of Christianity, 
either of will or deed^ seemed to call upon her for obe-^ 
dience and practice. She had carried the beauty of her 
presence into every house in tlie parish^ — ^her charities^ 



under tiie adrioe of Mr Kemntdj and Michael fVNraaiteiv 
hadbecomeoyery season moreeffectiye^— end faa|ipy wore 
di, rich, indepeiuient» and poor to see timt^ «n those 
emmdi of real rd^ion^ the iady wfamn ali bved hacL 
drawn new healdi from the pure gales of heaveii-*-that 
all symptoms of that Batal malady had left her cheeky, 
and that Providence^ under whom she humbly served> 
had bidden her own native hiUs breaihe into her ivaeoBi 
a stnmger spirit d life. 

And where, during all those years, was poor forgot** 
ton Mary Morrison^ Lucy's earUest friettd^ Had all 
their afiectipnate thoughts towards eaoh other, as they 
had ofi^n sat in the same plaid, in thomooi«andmofi»« 
OS, passed away like the sounds and the shadows «f 
that soUtude ? Had Lucy lost in her pride, now Uiat 
she was a guest even at Uie Hirst, aU her more than 
sisterly love for meek Mary Morrisen in that lonely 
hut with her stem ^her ? No, Lucy learned other 
lessons from Emma CnMistoun->-and 6he who had been 
Mary's helpless friend in their infant days, had n0W b^ 
come her benefactress. For she had ventured to speak to 
the Lady about Ewebank ; and Abraham Morrison, with 
whom the world hkd gone hardly, had got such a ro« 
ductnm of his rent, and such remission of arrears, that 
he had not only kept his head fairly above water aow, 
but, which was a great admission from him, acknowiedg^ 
ed that he had reas(m to be contented. Lucy's love ioir 
Mary was the same as ever-*there was no inequality 
in their condition — ^although Ewebank was indeed a 
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iut poiMr place than Brackba-Bmes ;--4»id wHil^ 
Mmrf sHowted^ by her whole b^aviour^ that «he thought 
Luey &r h^ superior in all things^ beddes her beauty 
in which there was none indeed to compare with her in 
both parishes^ yet Lucy^ true to the bliss of fol*mer day^ 
alid without even the shadow of chaiige> l»w in Mkfj 
tine T«ry perfection of sense and sweetness^ and with th^ 
same open and yearning heart as ever ^ as she caine ffG&k 
visiting the Lady of the Hirst^ tur^fted aWay up th^ 
iiarniw bi^chen^l^ of Ewtebank^ and by the inglej ijit 
on Ihtt brae^side> whispet^d away a few happy hourii 
witii Maty Morrison. 

*^ Oh^ Lucy^ dear/' said that humblje creaturei as <toe 
day they were sitting in their plaids on the hill^ ^* dd 
you know thd: I dxeam so oiten of my mother^ that 
aoMetimes I think it must be her ghost that visits me 
in my sleep. Bhe seems to weep-^^though not like 
1^ of Us mortal creatures-«-and asks me if I am happy." 
^' How very young you must have been, M^> when 
your mother died I For I never saw her — but has she 
ayti the same £ace in your dreams ?"—.'' Aye — ^Lucy'-— 
ay« the 6ame white mournfu' face i^e wore when I 
used to sit upon her knee. I remember it just as weel 
as if she had been buried yesterday. My father was 
not at home the day she was taken away. Oh ! dear ! 
Lucy — ^how my father looked and groaned for months 
— ^perhaps a year — after her death. Do you ken^ I 
dinna think she was very happy — ^my father is unco 
severe— Hsometimes — and if it were na for you, Lucy, 
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I wud sometimes maist wish myself i' the mouls. But 
when I think that- surely we twa will be freen's a' oujp 
days^ then I canna help singing by myself or being 
cheerfii' as the morning." — '' Aye — sure enough- 
Mary— our love will never die-»>and long as we be- 
have ourselves well^ the Lady of the Hirst will be 
our friend. But^ look — Mary — ^the sun is going fast 
fast down — farewell — ^farewell." — " Oh ! dinnabe lang 
o' coming to see me again/' said Mary with tears in her 
eyes^ *' and above a' things^ dinna think that I lo'e 
not my father. O^ Lucy ! when my father smiles— or 
even when his countenance is without a frown — ^my 
heart beats as if I could gang up and kiss him — and 
after a'^ every ane has. his ain way^ and my father 
has his — ^there is nae reason to think he does na like 
me his only baim^ and when I was in the wanderings 
o' that fever^ he was^ I am tauld^ sairly distracted." 
The two innocent young creatures parted on the hill- 
side — ^Lucy towards a cheerful home> filled with com- 
fort^ peace^ and affection^ where blessings awaited her 
from every voice and eye^ Mary Morrison to a hut^ per- 
haps silent and solitary^ or overspread with the gloom 
of a parent's countenance^ who knew not how to look 
kindly in his affection upon his only child. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



Lucy Fobbsteb'b fifteenth spring was now dawn- 
ing upon her beauty^ and although ^e had sometimes 
brought the tear to her mother's eye^ and awoke Aunt 
Isobel's short-Iired displeasure^ by childish indiscre- 
ti<ms and fbrgetfalness^ yet amidst all the allowable 
levities of girlhood that occasionally led her into little 
acts of disobedience wilful or undesigned^ <me sii^e 
-instance of unkindness or neglect to her fitther had ne- . 
▼er been laid to her charge. Often and often had she 
•refused making up parties of pleasure with her play- 
mates^ because he might expect her to take a stroU 
with him to a neighbour's house> or into the quiet pas- 
tures ; and not unfrequentlyy when on the very eve of 
scvme rural festival^ she found that it wasright she should 
remain at home> the loving child had done so^ not only 
without murmuring^ but with a proud delight. H^r 
childhood was now over^ or nearly so ; and. her father^ 
knowing that she was approaching the verge of that 
season when all life would insensibly .appear to her eyes 
covered with a different «olour^ and when her affec- 
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tions would be liable to wounds from many causes that 
to her had as yet no existence^ felt an anxiety for her 
sake taking hold of his very hearty and almost disturbing 
hi3 sleep. ** Our happiness/' he would sometimes say 
to Agnes^ ''has been too perfect to endure much longer^" 
and he began now to be unhapjpy whenever Lucy was 
out of hearing. 

At the Manse there had livedo for about a twelve- 
month^ a youth called Edward EUis^ the son of an 
fin^ish gentl^nan of fortunfe, who had fo^n am in- 
timate friend of Mr Kennedy. He was Aow nearly 
seventeen years of ege^ extremely hands^oae^ and an um* 
versal £iivoBiite over the whole paririii £d#ard EUifi 
MUi a boy of fine talents^ but his ini&d had Bot y^ 
taken kindly to books> and, although not at all d^^- 
cSent in the common seholarriiip of that early period id 
lile^ ttU that lie knew had been learned almost intuitive* 
iy^ ioK his^keart lay in those pursuits thAt brought him is^ 
to immediate and free interoouise w^h his fellow*crea>> 
^ures. He tejbioed to accompany Mr Kenuedy on his 
Wiftlks or visitsK-Huid thus he had becmne quite a fioii^ 
Uar guest at the firesides i>f. the cottagers^ a&d at none 
more so than that vi Bracken^Braes. He was uot> of 
eoursej withtMit the romance itf that season of li£e« and 
Lucy Forester was the Queen of his Fairy»-Land* 

The love of Edward EUis^ however^ was not such its 
to break his slumbers, -destroy his appetit6> or sicken 
him with his amusements. On the contrary^ he sl^ 
as soundly as any cotter after a day's darg« ate heartily 



III bQ ifads iBea2«f» and few jgood dayv past b)rjttwittter or 
^riagy Unit h« tt^as not on t2ie hills witli hk gan^or on 
Hht banks ef tibe river with his an^e^ HiA day's aodiise- 
l»6Bt^ however^ three times a^veak^ terminated^ some* 
kow or other^ rtry luckily just at the gate of Biacken* 
Braea. Most ka^y were ^ey to receive the noble 
hoy at all times^ and Michael's spurits^ it was observed^ 
wiere alwap raised by his ammated^ open^ and intelli- 
gent coaversatiofi. '^ If all rich peopk^ all ladies and 
f^ttitleaen^" tkoia^t Luey^ ^^are like Emma Craaa^ 
toon and Bdwaid Ellis> how happy must life fae in 
tiie palaoes of great dtiesl" 

Lttcy was not often from home when Edward Ellis 
flailed there> but whffla she ckaoeed to be ao, she Mt 
something like a disappoiatment. She aev^ wsnt nnir 
joa an emmd down to tlw viUi^^ a doaen hamlets 
beemg ike name of tiie polish^ that she did not^ na^ 
flonaciouBLy^ ent^iadn a hope that he might be angling 
within eighty or meet her somewhere ia the aeighboar^ 
kflod. ^le had aever thou^t much about her ovra 
beauty^ till she oveiheard Edward Ellis praisia^ it ia 
warm admiratioa ; aad^ from that time, Lucy Forester 
•woold stand a few minutes at her mirror, after she had 
4tftanged her simple diess^ -aad, perhaps, return to it 
i^aia to alter a riaglet over her forehead. 

The quick eye of Aunt laobd saw, but without any 
pain, the attachment of their sineere and uncorrupted 
hearts. It was a delightful dream, that would, of itself, 
pass away, and yet leave no wound behind. In another 
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year, Edward Ellis was to return to England^ and the 
image of Lucy would then seem to him like that of some 
shepherdess of whom he had read in a pastoral poem — 
while Lucy^ happy in the humble enjoyments spread 
around her feet on the floor of her father's cottage^ 
would let him depart for ever to the land of his nativity^ 
nor send after him^ when a month was gone^ more than 
a tender wish for his perpetual welfare. Yet the 
thoughtful old lady^ in praising Mr Edward Ellis^ al- 
ways took care to speak of his departure 6'om the glen 
as not far distant^ and probably for ever; at which 
times^ Lucy would give something almost like a sigh, 
and kept her eyes fixed pensively on the ground ; but 
the indistinct dream soon deserted her imagination^ and 
she would break out a-singing in her happiness. 
V There was a little waterfall of singular beauty, about 
half a mile from Bracken-Braes, just half way down 
the stream to the Manse. The green hills closed in 
suddenly upon some low rocks that lay quite across the 
stream, so that the waters parting in two nearly equal 
divisions, poured over in separate cascades into th^ pool, 
while between them rose up a natural pillar, from 
whose base sprung a few weeping birch-trees, and a 
single mountain ash. About a rood of grass-plat whs le- 
vel with the sleeping waters below, and down into that 
solitary, but always cheerful place, a sheep-track led 
along one side of the brae. An old decayed Yew^ co- 
vered entirely with ivy, and called the Howlet's Nest, 
stood within reach of the. spray that kept its mantle in 
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perpetual verdure. Here Lucy bleached the garments 
she brought from Bracken-Braes^ and here Edward 
Ellis was fonder of angling than in any other pool 
on all the water. Undesignedly^ but fortunately^ had 
it become a Trysting-Place to these youthful lovers. 

There are often days before February has closed^ 
that come down unexpectedly and without warning from 
heaven^ with a delightful summer feeling that is not 
exceeded in softness even by the balmy June. On 
such a day^ Lucy and Edward found themselves toge** 
ther beside the Howlet's Nest. " Will Lucy Forester 
give Edward Ellis a lock of her hair^ to keep for the 
sake o' the bonniest lassie in a' Scotland^ when he may 
be wandering afar off, perhaps in a foreign country^ 
away beyond the seas .i^"— ^' Oh ! me, Mr Ellis," cried 
Lucy with a beating heart, ^^are you, indeed, going away 
'from Holylee never more to return.^" and tears she 
wished not to reveal, in the sincerity of her innocent 
affection trickled down her cheeks, from which the 
rose-leaf colour had in an instant vanished. '' No— no, 
my sweet Lucy, not for another year at least, and that 
is a long long time, is it not } with many months of 
long summer days, and many months of long winter 
nights, it is hard to say which the happiest." Lucy 
felt relieved from a deadly feeling ; for a year, to her 
young imagination, did in truth appear an almost un- 
bounded time ; and since Edward Ellis was not to leave 
Holylee for a whole year, she was again nearly happy as 
ever. Edward took one of her rich auburn ringlets that 
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kiii^ orer her temples^ and while Lficy stood still kk 
her joyful tears^ he fastened a little gold broodi (m her 
bosom whose beaaty^ like that of the white Mly^ was 
alike fieiir in shade and sunshine. '' Now^ I^ncy^ singf 
me one of Bums's sengs^ and^ if you please^ let it be 
* To Mary in Heaven.' " The happy girl at once com- 
plied^ and^ whUe Edward EUis laid his hand upon her 
shoulder with all the tenderness of youths she sung 
thdt beautiful hymn to the melancholy accompaniment 
of the lonesome watev&dl. 

Isaac Maynoj the scholar and poet of the Vale> came 
down the foot-path> and stood before the pair^ just as 
liucy was singing, for the last time, the pathetic line 
that commences and closes the hymn. Isaac was sevei^- 
al years older than Lucy-^about sevente^i — hat hav^ 
ing been in Edinburgh for successive winters, and when 
at home buried in his studies, he had not been mu^ 
at Braeken-^Braes since she had been a mere child. 
Isaac Mayne, however, under silent and shy habits 
concealed strong passions, and while he seemed to be 
giving all his intellect and imagination te the study of 
books, he had yielded up his heart to violent human 
emotions. He had all alo^ resolved^ within his own 
heart, that Lucy Forester should, s<mie day, be his wife; 
and the floww was growing, he thought, in its sdJtnde 
ta the perfection of its nature, without any eye but his 
capable of discerning ks consummate beauty. SoBse- 
time^ during the last summer, he had looked e/A Edward 
SUis with a jealous eye— ^and now that he had left 

10 
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Edinburgh for a single holiday^ he came upon him 
landing ahnost in an embrace with his own Lucy Fo« 
rester. Pride — ^rage — shame-^jealousy and grief all en- 
tered his heart together^ and mere boy as he was — in- 
deed what else were they all but children — ^the same 
pangs rent his breast as ev^r drove manhood into insa- 
nity or death. His pale cheek became sallow — ^his dark 
eyes flashed fire — ^he thcust his hand fiercely throughhis 
raven locks — and his frame^ that had been feeble from 
Us infym<!fy, shook as in a sli^t oonvulsion. He scaiee- 
Ij: gpoke^ but, passed by frowning 9^ sullen^ and dia* 
appeared down the narrow pasa^ as if on hia w«^y to 
tiie Manse. Lucy wondered a little at. his alurupj^ 
manner J but said that poor Isaac May ne was mining hii 
Jiealth ^ind spirits by too deep study. lidwaxd GUis 
^w the truths sj^A with the pride of a suoeessfU rivals 
lai^hed at the irude s<^o|ar^ and said^ " I hope Itfljt 
wjll not itovfu hjpiself for Iovq." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



* " CoME^ Lucy," said Aunt Isobel, " lay down your 
knitting, and give us a lilt, my lassie — ^any air you like 
• — ^for your father seems drowsy I think — your mother has 

* — 

hot said a single word for at least ten minutes — yourself 
have been mute as an image ever since you took that 
net into your hand — ^and not a soul can I get to con- 
verse with me — ^this is dull dreary work, and that per- 
petual drive of blashing sleet against the panes is 
enough to deafen one's very life. Come — ^my bonnie 
bird — ^gi'e us something heartsome." 

It was a genuine Scottish March night, wild as in 
winter. There had been a keen frost all day, and the 
wind had almost amounted to a hurricane. It had, with 
the fall of darkness, become more fitful, and there be- 
ing a sort of thaw, a thin wet snow-shower had for 
hours been whirling about the glens. Only the week 
before, and there had been many gentle appearances of 
Spring. The gooseberry bushes were green in all 
the gardens — ^the hawthorn hedges had begun to bud 

—here and there the early willows had put out a few 

4 
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yellow blossoms to the chance bee— the forenoon sun 
had wakened the mseot*world — and the angler had 
been seen walkmg down the stream. But now the 
waters were again sheeted with ice^-both rivulet and 
tarn ; and the pale aspect of the skies had foretold that 
the shepherds would soon have work to do up among 
^e hills. The noise without do<^s had made all si- 
lent within ; — but Lucy^ always ready to waken from 
her short reveries^ dropt her netting at Aunt Isobel's 
request^ and laying her folded hands on her lap> and 
fixing her large soft hazle eyes on the floor> with her 
head and all its clustering ringlets tenderly inclined 
towards her father^ who roused himself from his half 
slumber^ and turned his face upon his child^ smiliog 
even as if he really saw her beauty brightening in the 
blaze of the kindled fire^— she hummed a few low sweet 
uncertain notes^ ^od then richly and simply as the 
Grey*Linnet warbled one of her father's favourite 
Ballads^ the Gaberlunzie Man — 

^* The wind blawa cauld from Donought-head.? 

The small audience sat mute for a few moments at the 
close of the air^ and Lucy had again taken up her work^ 
when Michael .said, " I hear a foot at the door — no Ga-^ 
berlunzie man, I warrant — for now-a-di^ys they keep 
better under cover on wild nights — and the beggar 
takes his* supper comfortably by the ingle in the small 
way-side public*hQuse> if no cotter has taken him in — 

K 
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it will be one of the Raeshaw shepherds that have been 
down at the Fords looking after the early lambs. Has 
he gone by without stepping in ? — No — ^that's a stran- 
ger's rap — and it sounds as from a feeble hand." Lucy 
sprang from her stool by her father's knees— but Aunt 
Isobel was before her. '^ Stand out o* the draft o' the 
door^ ye delicate thing/' and then she opened the door 
but a little^ for the blast came down the glen in a very 
tempest. " Pity me — who are you that ^Eices such a hur- 
ricane ? — Come in— come in^" and & figure in a tatter- 
ed dress^ covered with cranreuch and icicles^ but in no 
haste to enter^ came at last reluctantly forward on the 
floor^ while Aunt Isobel shut the door against the snow 
that had been drifting into the middle of the room. He 
muttered a few indistinct words to Isobel's reiterated 
questions^ who and what he was ? — ^and seemed as if 
he was not altogether in his right mind^ although per- 
haps it was only the inclemency of the night that had 
benumbed his senses. 

But Michael — ^the blind man — whose ear was finer 
than the mole's — rose from his chair and advanced to- 
wards the stranger. '^ What ! are you an auld man — 
said ye ?" — '' Aulder in sin and iniquity than in years." 
'^ It is my brother Abel — as God liveth and dealeth 
mercifully — it is my brother Abel." The staff fell 
from the frozen hand^ and Abel was upon his brother's 
bosom. Agnes and Isobel gazed upon the wretched 
man, but for a while they recognised him not— that 
ghost*.like being could not be the laughing and blythe 
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Abel of Dovenest ! But Michael feared not that it was 
his brother whom he held to his heart — ^for faint, 
broken and feeble as that voice sounded, it was still 
the same voice that he had heard for so many years in 
that quiet garden. Lucy, who now and then had 
heard her uncle's name, but pronounced as the name 
of one assuredly in his grave, looked on the figure be- 
fore her almost with fear, like one risen from the dead; 
but, as she touched his withered hand, cold as the ice, 
love and pity arose within her for her feither's brother. 
Never before had Lucy seen her father weep— and in 
his tears there was something so awful to her young 
heart, that she shed none herself, but stood in perfect 
silence, a little aloof from that meeting. 
. They now saw through his utter wretchedness all 
that remained of the Abel of other happy days. 
Though he was cold to the touch, and quite frozen, 
yet he never shivered. His body was forgotten by 
him, and his mind, that mind once so quick and bright, 
so full of fancies for the young, and feelings for the 
old^ overflowing with resources for every season-^— it 
was now manifestly worn out, impaired and shattered. 
He scarcely returned his brother's embrace — ^his eyes 
looked around bewildered and mistrustful — and he said, 
" Are not you Michael Forester that lived once at 
Dovenest ? If so, then hear me, Michael, for I am your 
brother Abel, who ruined you all by forgery, yet turn 
me not out of your door till the storm is over — Where 
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18 the old man^ our fether, for I see him iiot> and per- 
haps he is dead ?" 

A bed was soon made by the fireside^ and the wan'-^ 
derer's head was on the pillow. Long had it been> no 
doubts since the sqnalid b^gar had lain on such a plaoe 
of rest. Many years were at last over of houseless want 
that now had no record even in his own darkened me- 
mory. But there he now lay apparently in peace> with 
the snow-white sheets carefully folded, round him^ that 
had been woven from their own few flax-ridges^ and 
spun by old and young hands in the long merry winter 
nights^ when^ alas ! Abel was wandering far off and un- 
known ! Fourteen years and more had passed since 
he had parted from them in fear and danger at Dove- 
nest. And who^ thought Michael^ can count the ago- 
nies^ the diseases^ and the despair of all the hours^ 
daySj weeks^ and months^ that crowd themselves into 
so many unbefriended and homeless years ? 

'^ O, Michael ! what means that look about your 

eyes ? — What is it that I heard about you at a house 

near the mouth of the glen ?" — " I lost my sight by 

Hghtning £»ur years ago^ brother^ but I feel small loss 

of my eyes now — ^yet would that for a little while I 

could see my Abel's face once more." Remembrances 

of old times now seemed to be crowding in upon his 

mind> but every word he spoke showed how indistinct 

and confused they all were ; while, of what he saw, 

or of any thing connected with the present condition of 

10 
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the family^ he 98ked not a single question^ just aa if his 
powerless unde^tandihg had submitted itself entirely 
to a dream. Mudi they wondered how he had found 
his way hith^r^^where he had heard of theili-^a!id> 
above all^ from what region hid the wanderet eome» 
Some instinct seemed to have led him unawares to 
Bracken-BraeSi for it was plain^ from his wanderiilg 
looks and unconnected words^ that Abel knew ndt, for 
any continued length of time^ in what quartei* of the 
world he now was^ nor whose fireside it was at which 
Providence had given him that bed of rest* 

Perhaps there had been times^ when anget had en* 
teredinto Michael's hearty thinking on all the ruin which 
his brother had brought upon him^ times too^ when all 
anger had utterly ceased^ when he had not only recon- 
ciled himself to the belief of Abel's deaths but felt thfit 
it was better so^ and that he did not even wish that 
he were in the land of the living. Then had come 
years almost of forgetfulness^ and the blank of oblivion. 
Michael had never ceased^ not perhaps even for a week^ 
to think of Dovenest^ and his father^ and his brother. 
But that was the real livings innocent^ and happy Abel; 
the brother of these latter years was nothing else but the 
image of a dim and disturbed dream. But now^ from 
lands^ perhaps beyond the seas^ and at the expiration of 
so many years of rueful banishment^ had come the bro- 
ther^ whom he had so tenderly loved^ to all appearance 
a dying man. Well was it for Michael that he did not 
see his brother^ for although yet a young man^ his hair 
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was quite grey^ and all his features shrunk and fallen^ 
like the fitce of old age. That voice told a mournful tale 
to the blind man's hearty but still he could not image 
before him such a sight as Agnes^ Isobel^ and Lucy 
now beheld lying on that bed. He thought of Abel^ 
changed^ wearied, and worn ; but they saw the very 
ghost of Abel, swathed as it might seem in its wind- 
ing-sheet. 

Abel refused all sustenance — and lay almost without 
speaking a word quite motionless on the bed. But 
warmth and rest were sustenance to him, and sleep 
was coming to his aid. The Psalm was sung in a low- 
er key not to disturb him — but he was yet awake, 
and the voice of Lucy, like that of an angel from Hea-* 
ven, was singing to his ear forgiveness and peace. La- 
den with guilt, as was the wretched man, yet in our 
Father's house there are many mansions — all of them 
happier and more blessed than the most untroubled re- 
cesses of any earthly household. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



All anger^ gnef^ hope^ and despair^ regarding his 
brother Abel^ had long past away from the heart of 
Michael Forester. And now^ after fourteen years' ab- 
sence^ which had been looked on as the separation of the 
grave^ the two brothers^ who had always loved one an- 
other so weU, slept with only a thin partition between 
their beds. Michael could hear his brother's disturbed 
breath during midnight. They sat again at the same 
board; but Abel's mirth and merriment had long been 
at an end; he scarcely ever opened his lips. Ingeniotis had 
he been with his cunning hands at all manner of work 
out or in-doors^ making his very amusements contribute 
to his toil ; and then^ in hours of perfect leisure^ no 
musical instrument had ever come wrong to him — 
he made them all discourse^ and acquired skill was 
put to shame by native genius. But all these ac- 
complishments that had enlivened Dovenest for so 
many years had long deserted their master<-^the very 
remembrance of them no more abided in his brain — 
all was weakened in his mind^ or utterly decayed; 
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and it was plain to every one^ that if Abel survived^ 
nothing conld restore the powers of his memory and 
intellect. But let Providence spare him even thus^ and 
an asylum was prepared for him in his brother's house 
at Bracken-Braes. 

During the whole of Aprils and on towards the mid- 
dle of Mbj, Abel lost and regained strength of body 
every twenty-four hours. " Had he come a year earlier 
to us^" often said Michael^ '^ we could have saved his 
life." Nature within him struggled to survive^ for the 
heart and the mind of the unfortunate man f^t the change 
that had come over him^ and would fain have remained 
among so many images of peace and repose^ after such 
weary and rueful wanderings. Sometimes^ now decently 
and comfortably clothed^ he wandered by himself into the 
fields^ with eyes still watching him^ and sitting down 
on some sunny bank^ remained for hours motionless^ 
like a shepherd watching his flock. When in the warm 
afternoons the family took their meal beneath the 
Flane-Tree^ there Abel was seated among the rest*^^ 
and to a stranger's eye his face betokened nothing dis- 
tressing, nothing but a placid melancholy^ for the fea- 
tures were still remarkably handsome, and preserved an 
expression of intelligence which was no longer within the 
mind. More than once since May-day, on which there 
had been a small Festival, he had been observed to 
weep^ and Agnes thought that a good symptom, for the 
tears seemed to flow on account of something that was 
fast coming more distinctly into his* memory. And 
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true it wa8> ihftt Abel's mind gradually became leas 
and less obscure. But as. his fisiculties grew stionger^ 
his bodily frame grew^weaker and weaker; and final«^ 
ly> he asked leave to remain in his bed^ sayings that he 
had heard a voice calling upon him from the other 
worldj and that he wished to prepare himself for de- 
parturie. 

When it was seen that the bed on which Abel lay 
was soon to be a death-bed^ there was not around it 
much outward demonstration of grief. It even seem- 
ed best that it should be so, for he had run his raoe^ 
and sorely wearied indeed was he^ now that he had 
reached the goal. Little— nothing could be done by 
skill— ^very thing he desired by affection. The neigh- 
bours knew his 8tate> and came no &rther than the 
door. Mr Kennedy alone crossed the threshold. Abel 
lingered in this way> suffering no sort of pain^ but 
smitten motionless for several days^ during which Mi- 
chael never left his bedside. He gathered up each 
sentence — each word that the dying man articulated 
often at long intervals^ and bound them together into 
affecting meanings. Both brothers were grateful to 
God for the wonderful restoration of Abel to his sound 
mind. It was impossible for any mortal man to be 
more truly penitent and contrite^ and seeing around 
him nothing but countenances full of love and forgive- 
ness^ he could not but believe in the mercy of his Ma- 
ker. All his knowledge of the Bible revived with his 
restored power of memory— and he was told^ that great 
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as had been his sins^ he might hope for the salvation 
Heaven offered to all believers. He seemed to hold 
his eyes fixed for a long time on Lucy^ and then life 
left his lips so quietly^ that it was not till his brother 
lifted up his hand that they perceived Abel was among 
them no longer. The silence of the house was rather 
more hushed than before — ^that was all — and they who 
had loved him so weU dried up their tears. Abel had 
been in foreign countries^ and driven about the wide 
world by land and sea. They buried him in a quiet 
nook of the kirk-yard of Holylee — and before the next 
Sabbath^ there was a stone at his head inscribed with 
his name and age. Rumours there had perhaps been 

* 

among the firesides about the character of the dead 
man ; but fifteen years bring oblivion even of great 
deeds and noble triumphs — and except his own family^ 
there was not one at Abel Forester's funeral who knew 
what he had either done or suffered. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



In about a week after the funeral^ Michael received 
a letter from England^ the contents of which he imme^ 
diately communicated to the i^amily. Abel had told 
him^ a few days before his deaths that he had joined 
his wife^ Julia Mansell^ at Ambleside^ soon after he 
had left Dovenest*— that she had died there in child- 
bed — ^and that he^ alarmed by the hue and cry that 
had pursued him even to that retired village^ had fled 
to Liverpool, whence he had escaped as a soldier in a 
transport then sailing for the West Indies. This child, 
of whom he had never since heard, he left a few days 
old in the Poor-House. Michael Forester had written 
to Mr Colinson, the Vicar of Ellesmere, whom Mr Ken- 
nedy slightly knew, inquiring if any thing could be 
heard of such an infant — and he had now received an 
answer, that " Scotch Martha,'' as she had been al- 
ways called, was living, and servant to a cotter in his 
parish. 

Nothing was ever done hastily, or without due pre- 
meditation, at Bracken-Braes. Some communication. 
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Iioweyer> there must be made^ and that right speedi- 
ly^ with this orphan girl. As the servant of a small 
cotter^ in the north of England^ no doubt^ '^ Scotch 
Martha" might very probably be^ and continue to be 
Tery happy — but it was Michael Forester's duty^ and 
his strong desire> too^ to know exactly the condi- 
tion and character of his new-found niece^ and then to 
judge what ought to be done for her in future. What 
is there^ thought Michael within himself^ to prevent 
me from gcnng to EQesmere^ and ascertaining precisely 
from Mr Colinson^ the Vicar, what is my line of duty 
on this occasions The resolution was no sooner sug- 
gested than formed. " I will take Agnes with me/' 
exultingly said the blind husband aloud, " and see if 
in all the houses of Westmoreland^ Lancashi^^e, or Cum- 
berland, be they the houses of cotter, tenant, states- 
man, vicar, or esquire, there be any maid, wife, or wi- 
dow to be ecHupared with my own Agnes Hay." 

When this plan was first laid before Aunt Isobel, 
she declared most explicitly that both Michael Forester 
and Agnes Hay were madj and that such would be the 
opinion of the whole parish, if they were seen carrying 
It into effect. ^' You without your sight, my dear 
Michael, and my daughter there, delicate as a house- 
lamb, to think o' venturing by yourselves away into 
the woods, and lakes^ and mountains, and wilderness- 
es of a strange land 1 Order the lassie to come down 
here to Bracken-Braes^-are no you her uncle, and has 
not the power o' her dead father devolved into your 
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hands ? Order Scotch Martha down." But ere long. 
Aunt Isdbel began to see the matter in a somewhat 
^ different lights and to speak witii less decision. '^ Why, 
my dear Aunt," said Midbaei, ^' would you grudge Ag« 
niss Hay one single marriage jaunt in fifteen years ? I 
took her with me on our marriage-day from Sprinkeld 
to Dovenest — not a quarter of a mile, as you know-—* 
and from Dovenest I brought her to Bracken-Braes, 
not very unlike a soldier's wife on a baggage^wa^on-- 
not above three or four times has my Agnes been as 
far as Lasswade to see her old friends there, for they 
have been good enough to visit me here— and you 
know how she has remained like a shadow by my side 
since that day in the Hirst-wood. Weil, then, do you. 
grudge her a jaunt to the land of the Euglish Lakes, 
which people say are so beautiful, and of which Agnes 
Hay has a soul to see the beauty, aye to see it, and feel 
it too, although she may use but few words, and these 
of a cahn kind ?" — '' But, pity me, Michael, it's a Icmg 
long journey, my son-— and are you sure our Agnes is 
able to bear it ? If you think so — and if you will both 
be happy travelling together into merry England, then, 
Michael, all I say is, go-^go — and God be with you 
till you come back to Bracken-Braes." 

Preparations were busily set a-going for their depar- 
ture. Lucy had at first longed to accompany her parents 
into England. To the imaginaticm of one, who had 
never been more than eight or ten miles from hcmie, 
that long travel seamed like an adventure in a tale. 
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Fain would she have flown away from Bracken-Braes, 
to that far-off country^ on the wings of youth and joy^ 
to return again ere long, like a bird that, at evening, 
comes back from the cultivated valley to its moorland 
nest. But neither her father nor her mother had said 
ia word about taking her with them ; and besides, her 
heart told her that she must remain with Aunt Isobel. 
Reconciled, therefore, without one murmuring thought, 
to what could not well be called a disappointment, Lucy 
'set herself, with all her heart and soul, to get every 
thing ready for the journey. Her needle had no rest 
from morning to night. Up with the lark was Lucy, 
and never down till after the night-hawk. Aunt Iso- 
bel was busier than any bee ; while Agnes herself, who, 
in her gentleness and composure, seemed idle td unob- 
serving eyes, sometimes was acknowledged, at the close 
of day, to have put through her quiet hands fully as 
much work as both together. For Aunt Isobel's fing- 
ers were but feeble, cheerful as was the old lady's talk, 
and Lucy was off her seat a hundred times a-day, look- 
ing for that which was not lost, undoing, or doing over 
again, what was already done, and, in the confusion of 
her happiness, making progress by many little circui- 
tous paths, followed because they seemed to be so much 
shorter, so that sometimes she could not help laughing 
at her own mistakes, and, throwing down her work, 
would trip out into the sunshine, and observe whether 
the skies looked settled for fine weather during the 
journey to England. 

4 
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Michael Forester had held 9eyeral consultations with 
William Laidlaw> Mr Kennedy^ and Jacob Mayne^ on 
all that was to be done about the farm, during his ab^ 
sence. For even to Michael, the prospect of being 
away perhaps a fortnight or three weeks was accom- 
panied with some little anxiety. He had always con« 
sidered himself absolutely necessary to all their on-gi^ 
ings about Bracken-Braes. The very crops he almost 
feared would not grow after his departure; and he 
thought the sheep and lambs on the hill-side would 
miss the blind man who used to walk quietly amongst 
them with his staff. But all these important arrange- 
ments were made — all orders, oral or written, deliver- 
ed and understood — and now, by sunrise, on a beauti- 
ful June morning, Mr Kennedy's taxed cart was at the 
door, drawn too by his strong sober steed, and driven 
by Alexander Ainslie, one of the sons of the Soldier's 
Widow, an urchin who had been about horses from the 
time he could crawl, and although only fifteen, never- 
theless an expert and cautious Jehu. 

Lucy and Aunt Isobel accompanied the travellers to 
the very end of their own valley. As they passed the 
Manse, there were Mr and Miss Kennedy to wish 
them, for the twentieth and last time, a happy parting 
and return, while the latter handed up to Agnes a 
basket full of choice viands, lest provisions should be 
scarce in the barren parts of England through which she 
understood they were to pass ; and Edward Ellis, who 
was going to angle, as he said at any rate, down the 
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stream, leapt up into the vehicle beside Lu<^, and 
away drove Alexander the Great in his pride amidst 
many gazing villagers. At Broomyside-toU there was 
a parting, with a few tears and many smile9^*-^ichael, 
Agnes, and Alexander, to distant Ambleside— ^Aunt 
Isobel, Lucy, and £dward Ellis, to near Bracken- 
Braes. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



Not a single adventure befel the humble travellers 
aU the way from Bracken-Braes to Ellesmere. The coun- 
try through which they passed had not much beauty 
of any kind to boast of; yet Agnes^ seated by the side 
of h^ husband^ thought it often exceedingly beautiful^ 
and described to him all she saw with affectionate ani- 
mation. Michael Forester had^ more than once, been 
in the North of England, and a few words from 
Agnes made him understand clearly where he was 
between stage and stage. He often turned his face 
towards the different scenes, in the vividness of re- 
collection, and seemed just as much as Agnes to en- 
joy the calm bright weather of June. There were se- 
veral friends' houses by the way, where they received 
all due hospitality ; and, after crossing the Border, the 
neat way-side inn, with its front white as snow, and 
sign hanging perhaps from the branch of an old Elm- 
tree, that stood in the circle before the porch, was cheer- 
fully entered at the close of evening, and found to exhibit 
in its interior almost all the comfort, quietness, and re- 
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gularity of a private dwelling. The equipage of our 
Scottish travellers was far from contemptible, to say 
nothing of their own appearance, which was such as 
to ensure respect everywhere — while their driver be- 
came more dexterous and dignified as they advanced 
into England, and would £un> on various occasions, 
have entered into competition with gigs and post-chaises, 
which he could not see splashing by, without a flourish 
of his whip, betokening a sense of conscious superiority, 
were he to put Sampson on liis mettle. The object 
of their journey was a right pl^sant one> and they hud 
left their home strong in its guarded itmoeence ; so that 
there was something delightful to them both, thus to 
be at a distance from it, and their spirits rose dmost 
to the level of those more youthfiil emotions of happi-* 
ness that they had experienced at Dovenest, when not 
a cloud had past over their wedded life, and when every 
sunrise had brought a n6w day of brighter or deeper 
enjoyment. 

'^ Oh ! beautiful indeed !'' exclaimed Agnes, moved 
beyond her ordinary composure ; '^ most beautiful I" 
when, ^m the hill of Orresthead, she beheld Winder- 
mere, and all her sylvan isles, lying without one breath 
of air, beneath the sunlight and the blue marble fliteia* 
ment ! What a depth of peace in that resplendent 
water ! What quiet pastures encircling the small re- 
tired bays ! Never before had her eyes fallen on such 
verdure as crowned these hanging groves, and woods 
that seemed to cover the hills even to their very sum«- 
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miU ! The bouses too^ how sweetly hidden in hollows^ 
or revealed on eminences rising orrer the little rallies^ 
with here and there an aid noble tree flin^mg a wide 
shadow orer the open ground that lay covered with 
sttmdiine! All apparently the dwellings of comfort 
and independence ! Agnes then thought of Bracken- 
Braesj and its solitary pastoral valley> where she knew 
almost every single bush^ and every linn that murmured 
over its shelving rocks^— the few houses too^ from Rae-> 
Shaw down to the Manse. Holylee seemed to be a 
reaJity^'-^the scene before her a vision and a dream. But 
now a beautiful girl^ about Lucy's age> past by with a 
cheerfol salutation^ and the heart of Agnes leapt within 
her> far she knew that^ at this very hour^ Lucy and 
Isob^l W(sre sittings according to their trysts under the 
Plane-Tree. 

Michael Forester had long been perfectly happy in 
his blindness^ and no more wished that he could see, 
than any other person wished to discern objects beyond 
the horizon; while Agnes, knowing his complete resigna- 
tion, seldom or never felt very unhappy now for his 
sake. But as they proceeded along the banks of Win- 
dermere, she could not help shedding a few tears for 
her husband. The beauty was of such a delightful 
kind, that as it entered into h^r spirit, she wept to know 
that it existed not for her Michael. Why should she 
gae^ on that heavenly r^on in selfish and unpartaken 
delist ? But her husband turned towards her with a 
smile and said, " Tell me when the lake is hidden by 
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a wood^ not unlike the Hirsts and with here and there 
a grove of larches, now^ doubtless grown into gbod trees 
since I saw them planted twenty years ago, for that is 
Gflilgarth, the abode of Watson, the defender of Christi- 
anity against the Infidel, and a name, therefore, vener- 
ated by the firesides over all our own Scotland. Humble 
people, like us, my Agnes, who pass by his gates, may 
well give a bleasing on his venerable head, for he has se- 
cured to many a poor man his belief in his Bible, and 
that is bestowing charity on the human race." Agnes 
wiped away the idle and transient tear, for what mattered 
it that woods, rocks, and lakes were all veiled from her 
husband's eyes, since at all times his soul could com- 
mune with solemn or cheerful thoughts, and although 
deprived of the sight of men's earthly habitations, knew 
how to meditate on their immortal destinies ! 

As their journey was drawing near a close, Michael 
and Agnes began to feel a stronger interest in its ob- 
ject, and to converse earnestly about their orphan 
niece, to whom they were about to become parents. In 
that conversation, even Windermere had entirely es- 
caped the notice of Agnes, and, on looking towards it 
once more, it was gone — and Alexander Ainslie had 
dismounted at the foot'of a steep rocky hill, up which 
he observed it would be prudent for them all to walk. 
On descending the other side, they found themselves 
in a glen, and Agnes said to Michael, that shd sus- 
pected they were within half-a-mile of the Vicarage of 
EHesmere. 
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The party from Scotland had been expected at the 
Vicarage the night before^ and the Vicar had now saun- 
tered down the lane with his daughter Ruth> some- 
what impatient for their arrival. He knew their char- 
acter from Mr Kennedy, but now that he beheld them, 
he could not help being struck with a feeling,, even, 
stronger than that of respect, on their very first appear- * 
ance. There was a humble dignity in. the demeanour 
of the Blind Man, that almost impressed Mr.Colinson 
with awe, while the beauty of his wife, which was no way 
impaired, only softened and shaded by years, and the 
perfectly lady-like gentleness of her manner, came upon 
him altogether by surprise, for of that he had heard 
nothing from the good Minister of Holylee. Greetings 
were interchanged, and, in a few minutes, Michael Fo- 
rester and Agnes were introduced in due form to Mrs 
Colinson, and seated in the Vicarage. What was its 
external appearance— how many windows it had infront 
—whether it were thatched or slated-^— -had it a porch or 
no porch — ^whether it were sheltered by trees, or gave 
its roof to the sunshine — Agnes had been too attentive 
to their kind host to observe ; only she thought there 
were high hawthorn hedges, with hollies intermixed 
all the way from the gate to the house, and that she had 
seen, close at hand, an enormous Tree, which, from its ' 
barkless and involuted trunk, must surely be a Yew of 
man y - centuries. 

The best preparation had been made for mutual re- 
gard between those, who, in a very few hours, felt fox 
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one another what may well be called firiendship. It 
is not easy to tell what qualities of converaatioii ere 
most winning or impressive in early intercourse^ or 
why they are so««« few sentences^ often giving us a 
higher opinion of the speaker's moral and intellectual 
powers^ than any sentiment contained in them would 
seem alt<^ethar to justify ; while frequently most ex- 
cellent talk fails to make us esteem very highly the 
person exhibiting himself, and leaves us in the belief 
of his beings after all, but an ordinary, and in no way very 
delightful character. Long before sunset, all hearts 
within the Vicarage were touched with the kindest im- 
pressions, and Michael felt proud in the conviction that 
his Agnes was already loved and admired by the whole 
family. Of himself he did not think ; but Mr Colin- 
son, who was merely a sensible and good man, without 
any pretensions to scholarship or talents, was much af- 
fected by the Blind Man's superior character, and list- 
Bned with more than respect to the plain eloquence of 
his speech, f(»r it deslBrved no other name, and to the 
strength and soundness of all the thoughts that came 
from him with that easy apd natural flow peculiar to 
minds familiarised to early habits of reflection. The 
Vicar had a son too, just arrived from Cambridge, where 
he was a student of two years standing, and the intel- 
ligent and well-informed youth perceived that, even in 
his own scholastic acquirements, he might jiot be greatly 
superior to this Scottish peasant. But this was not Mi- 
jcbael's thought, for he lightly esteemed the little know- 
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ledge he had been able to acquire in youths and to retain 
without losa in his blind yearsh-^and he doubted not that, 
in a few days^ he would receive much instruction from 
the Cambridge scholar. 

Just before twilight ^^ Scotch Martha/' who had been 
sent for to a cottage about two miles distant^ came to 
the Vicarage. Agnes saw in a moment that her features 
bore a certain resemblance to those of Abel. The great- 
est kindness was shown to the Orphan — but there was 
no extravagant display of feeling — ^for Martha seemed 
cheerful and contented enough — ^was apparently in 
good health— and did not exhibit much emotion in her 
first interview with her relations. Her manner^ how- 
ever^ was simple and pretty enough as she dropped Ag- 
nes a curtesy^ — ^a smile was in her eyes that shone with 
something of the same keen light that had belonged to 
her father's^ — and although her dialect was not wholly 
intelligible at firsts either to Michael or Agnes^ yet 
there was a kindliness .in the tone of her voice that 
was pleasant^ and seemed to bespeak a character of 
cheerfulness^ alacrity, and contentment. To the ques- 
tion, if she thought she would like to go to Scotland, 
Martha answered instantly, with little or no thought, 
that she would like it very well, — ^for the young crea- 
ture had no very strong or tender ties to -bind her to 
her present place, and was plainly not only willing, but 
eager to go any where, however far off, with those who 
addressed her so. affectionately, and whose very appear- 
ance assured her, inexperienced and ignorant as she 
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was, that they were good people. Besides, had they 
not come from a distant country merely to see her — a 
poor orphan ? And was not she aboat to have a father 
and a mother ? 

Never, during all their fifteen years of wedded life, 
had Michael Forester and his Agnes lain down to rest 
more perfectly happy, than they did this night at the 
Vicarage of Ellesmere. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



The Vicai and his wife soon made their visitors ac- 
quainted with the history of their niece. Poor Scotch 
Martha had passed the first eight years of her life in 
the poor-house of Ambleside^ a miserable establishment 
indeed, where little attention was paid either to the 
bodily or mental wants of the paupers, and wheje idle- 
ness, vice, and disease were seen in their most squaHd 
and loathsome union. The child had been removed 
from all this wretchedness into a cotton-mill, where 
she was bound an apprentice ; but the bankruptcy of 
the proprietor liberated her along with many other 
pining pale-faced creatures, after two years imprison- 
ment — and Scotch Martha then became the sole ser- 
vant to a very poor couple, carriers between Ambleside 
and Hawkshead. In that hard but healthy service 
she had now been four years, with very small wages no 
doubt, and scanty fare ; yet the pure airs of Heaven 
had been constantly blowing about her, and the orphan, 
for whom few or none greatly cared, had notwithstanding 
been happy in the quick and strong spirit of youth, which 
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18 in itself happiness^ and so tenacious of life that it will 
not be stifled but in the very grave. To have been re- 
duced to such a condition as that of poor Martha^ would 
have broken the heart of many a child ; but Martha had 
never known abetter^ — and was reconciled to allitshard- 
ships and privations. She had been always accustomed 
to much indifference or neglect^ for she was alone in 
the little world in which she livedo and while every 
one else had brothers, or sisters, or near relations, Mar- 
tha had none, and also knew indistinctly, although with- 
out pain, that there was meanness or shame is her birth. 
Yet nature had not suffered her heart to be very sorely 
depressed. Some kind attentions she met with occasion- 
ally, and these she treasured up in her memory with a 
keenness of gratitude proportioned to the rarity of their 
occurrence, often repaying the slightest civilities by the 
warmest affection, and looking on those as her friends 
wlio had only perhaps spoken kindly to the orphan on the 
road, or on the footpaths as she was bringing fuel from the 
wood ox moss. The old couple, in whose service she lived, 
were extremely poor, and wh(41y uneducated. Their 
sole endeavour of mind and body, in this world, was 
^~to subsist. They were by no means without religion 
— ^but it was a religion received passively — its usi^s 
observed decently from long custom, and even so observ- 
ed not without a blessing — while their knowledge of 
the Bible, as neither of them could read, was imper- 
fect and confused, and had been, previous to the time 
^lartlia came to live with them, acquired entirely from 

10 
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the chturch aerriee. Martha herself had been at the 
free^-Bchool for a numth at a time^ no^ and t^en^ when 
she oould be spared irom her work-^but her edueatm 
liad been small indeed^ and^ in that slavish oendkifw^ 
there was no time for reading any book. Yet on the 
Sundays^ when dressed in coarse dean garments^ and 
mingling with decent people at churchy. tlM» hard-work- 
ing and neglected orphan no doubt fidt something of 
the sacred influence of Divioe Worship-'-^nd every 
month^as she was growing i^to womanhood>hadlearaed 
unconsciously more and Bunre of her duty to her Maker. 
The misery and vioe which her eyes had been made to 
witness duriog too long a childhood, were all utterly 
fmrgettoi— and narrow as the sphere now was of her 
tboughts and feelings, Scotch Martha was at least a 
harmless creature, and under such tendance as she was 
now about to receive, likely enough to turn out an ami- 
able and intelligent youi^ woman. 

Michael Forester lost no time in settling matters 
with the cottar in whose service Martha lived ; and it 
was agreed that, after their small harvest, which would 
be over in a week or so, and a few other trifling mat- 
ters, she should accompany her relations to Scot- 
land. So Martha continued, without any unnecessary 
visits of interruption, at her usual toils, the severest 
of which were now light in the foreknowledge of 
a speedy termination to her servitude. She was al- 
ready quite a changed creature — ^bolder and more 
free in all her looks, smiles, and motions— the chains 
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she now wore galled not at all, for in a feW days 
they were to be tlirown aaide> and she herself to be 
taken as a daughter into her uncle's £unily. Yet Ipng 
habit had attached her even to that severe and solitary 
life^ and she now and then could almost have sighed to 
think that she and the old people were in a few days 
to part probably for ever. Cheerfulness and joy^ how- 
ever^ were Martha's chief companions now — and she 
longed to be in Scotland^ of which she had read in those 
songs andballads that spread through adjacent countries 
a certain knowledge of each other's customs and charac« 
ter^ and true as they often are to nature^ are felt and 
understood among all the varieties and differences of pro- 
vincial life. It was soon known too that Scotch Martha 
was come of a respectable famUy-and aU the neigh- 
hours round were pleased that so industrious and harm- 
less a girl should have been so providentially rescued 
from the uncertain evils of an orphan condition. 

Martha had not many leisure hours during any season^ 
and this was withher^ perhaps^ thebusiest time of all the 
year. Yet, now that she and the old people we>e to 
part, she must leave them a few keepsakes, that the 
sight of the trifles might sometimes recal to their minds 
her who had shared their poverty. Out of her ^^ sair- 
won penny-fee," she purchased a few articles of wear- 
ing apparel, and sat up an hour or two longer after her 
work to leave them fit for use at her departure. On 
looking back over the four years she had lived in their 
l^ut, nothing rose to her recollection but their small kind- 
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nesses^ and her own most cheerful hours — ^their anger^ 
or neglect, or severity^ were all forgotten. They were 
beth too exceedingly old — ^not much less than fourscore 
— and^ perhaps^ their next servant would not be so at- 
tentive to them as she had been^ and leave more hard- 
ships on their age. Martha knew that she was going 
to live with her own relations^ and could want nothing ; 
and^ therefore^ besides those keepsakes^ she determin- 
ed to give the old people back her last half year's wa- 
ges. As her necessities disappeared^ the orphan felt 
her nature becoming every day more kindly^ and she 
began to do what she had never done before^. to look 
with the pleasure of hope into the years yet to come^ 
and to feel that Providence^ perhaps^ intended her for 
a life of happiness. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



Michael and Agnes were now poBitivelj domestidstt- 
ed at tlie Vicarage. They had become perfectly ac« 
quainted with the ways of the fiunily— and quiet, re- 
gular^ industrious, and not inelegant ways they were, 
admirably adapted to preserve that competence which 
the inmates knew so well how to enjoy. Agnes de- 
scribed to her husband, when they were alone, all the 
beauties of the habitation — ^its slate-roof with so many 
irregularities which were all seen, on the slightest at- 
tention, to have each a meaning, use, and character of 
its own — the tall round chimneys surmounted with the 
blast-breaking slate-flags, and rising up almost fantas- 
tically through embowering trees — the porch, itself a 
parlour, with its niche-seats, and outwardly overgrown 
with roses and jessamines — the hollies and laurels glit- 
tering among the other shrubs whose beauty lay more 
in their flowers than leaves — the smooth-shorn circular 
lawn in front with its central dial-stone — ^that prodi- 
gious Yew, under whose shadow the kine were milked 
— ^the stately Elm-grove with its rookery, a pleasant din 
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-—the tops of woods seen in the distance^ and the soft- 
blue misty-light floating all between the meadows be- 
langing to the Vicarage^ and the rocky or verdant 
mountains that encircled the glen^ and showed a dif- 
ferent outline^ under the changes of the atmosphere^ 
many hundred times between the morning and evening 
sun. Michael knew the scene^ from his wife's descrip- 
tion^ almost as well as if he saw it^ and with a smile 
said^ he hoped Agnes would not forget Bracken- Braes. 

They were not allowed to forget any one thing they 
had left^ for Lucy^ although she had never w^ritten a 
letter in her life before^ now sent them long dispatch- 
es full of news about all that was stirring in the par- 
ish. These epistles, written in the true conversatioii- 
al style, when read to Michael, brought Lucy close to 
his side ; and as they contained no* secrets, they were 
given to the perusal of the whole family, one after the 
other ; for Agnes was proud of her Lucy's accomplish- 
ments as a pen won: an, nor had she any reason to be 
ashamed of the natural strain of sentiment that ran 
through them from beginning to end. *' Our Lucy — 
Mrs Colinson — had the best education, I may say, 
from the time she could speak — for her father taufrlit 
her "fevery thing himself before it had pleased God to 
take away his sight — and ever since syne she has been 
constantly about his knees, so you may all ken what 
advantages our Lucy has had above any other girl cf 
her age." 

Only a fortnight or three weeks ago, and those ndw 



176 THE FOREST£Jl9. 

SO affectionately disposed towards one another^ and so 
happy in each other's society^ had been mutually ignorant 
of the existence of the two Families ! Why need friend- 
ship, although a sacred plants be of slow growth ? No 
doubt its flowers are not all disclosed^ but under the in- 
fluence of tears, which are to it like the evening dews — 
and if tears were all that were wanting to the friend- 
ship of the Foresters and Golinsons, they were soon 
supplied — ^for Agnes had been unwell for a couple of 
days, having exposed herself, it was thought, too much 
to the mid-day sun observing the merry w(»rk in the hay- 
field, and now lay in a low but oppressive fever^ of 
which the symptoms became daily more alarming, till 
her medical attendant, Mr Ijanson, at last pronounced 
her to be in imminent danger. 

At the beginning of his wife's illness Michael Fo- 
rester had behaved with that calmness and composure ac- 
oerdaat with his character. But no sooner had Mr 
Colinson intimated to him something of the truth, than 
it seemed as if he had spoken to a different man. That 
grave and resigned demeanour was in a moment chang- 
ed into the wildest distraction. While his features grew 
rigid in his agony, he clasped his hands together, and 
turning his sightless countenance towards heaven, he 
uttered a short prayer for mercy. The big tears roll- 
ed down his cheeks, and he groaned aloud without any 
restraint. It was not possible for any human heart but 
his own to know what his love was to his Agnes. It 
had pleased God to destroy his eyesight, but even the 
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first tnmbled days of that affliction had been calmed 
by the piety of his wife. . Love^ affection, gratitude, 
and reverence towards her had been accumulatiog in 
his heart for several dark years, till now Agnes was to 
him the being that kept in care its very pulses, and with- 
out whom it would cease to beat. Was Agnes indeed 
to die ? '' Dreadful are thy judgments, O Lord !" And 
the strong man fell down upon his face, deprived of 
sense and speech. When he awoke to a sense of the 
condition of Agnes, that fit of passion was in no degree 
abated. Religion itself gave him no power over his 
misery, and he confessed to them all that his spirit was 
in rebellion against God, and could not submit to his 
terrible decrees. Where, now, was the merit of all his 
previous resignation ? Joy and delight had been graci- 
ously interfused with all his former trials; and no won- 
der that he had borne them without much murmuring 
or impatience. But now it was to be tried whether or 
not Michael Forester, with all his virtue and all his 
&ith, was willing to acknowledge the supremacy of his 
Maker, or to lift up a brow of despair, which is only 
another word for helpless anger, towards the heavens 
now black with mortal judgment ! At that hour his 
soul was weighed in the balance and found wanting-— 
for he thought that he might now take the evil advice 
ofiered to the man of Vz — Curse GU>d and die. Un- 
happy mortals ! whose best afiections lead to disobedi- 
ence of the commands of Him who gave them for a 
blessing in this vale of tears ! Happy mortals ! who 

M 
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may come to know that even jato the deepest wounda 
those afiectiims can su&r^ there is a Divine hand 
that can pour a bahn that flows in the fountaina of 
heaven ! 
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CHAPTER XXII 



Cheerfulness and tranquillity had reigned in and 
about the house at Brapken-Braes during the whda 
month of June. The spirit of Michael Forester had 
seemed to preside during his absence; and for the first' 
week after the departure of her parents^ not unfre- 
quently had Lucy looked up when a shadow came to 
the door^ half foi^tful that her Father was away^ and 
expecting to see him enter and lay down his staff. 
Loud and merry was the murmur of the Plane-Tree^ 
where the kill and the hive-^bees met in multitudes^ re- 
gardless of each other among the honey-dew^ and Aunt 
Isobel and Lucy> according to agreement^ sat below 
it at stated tim^s every day^ that Michael and Ag- 
nes^ when far off^ might think they beheld them in 
that pleasant shadow. Oftener^ perhaps^ than usual 
did £dward £llis come now to the house ; at least so 
thought Aunt Isobel ; and> indeed^ he could not other- 
wise see Lucy^ for many were the injunctions her mo- 
ther had given her never to leave the old Lady long by 
herself^ and the affectionate creature never cared to go 
out of the gate at the end of the avenue. 
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" You never go now to the Linn— my dear Lu- 
cy — ^perhaps^ for any thing you know, the Howlet's- 
Nest is gone. What would you say to find the old Yew 
destroyed, and all its bright ivy ? Do — sweet Lucy — 
take a walk down there to-morrow evening— you can 
easily make an errand to the Manse — ^nay, I will tell 
a white lie, and say to Aunt Isobel, that Miss Kenne- 
dy wishes you to drink tea there. Mind now — ^my 
beloved Lucy-— do not make me unhappy^I will not 
leave the Linn till the first star. But there, comes 
that everlasting Aunt Isobel." Slight as was the fault 
of that stealthy assignation — which, indeed, Lucy had 
not, except by her silence, agreed to hold — she felt as 
if detected in doing something wrong when Aunt Iso- 
bel looked into her face, and no doubt saw its beauty 
overspread with many innocent blushes. Edward Ellis 
felt he had spoken a little disrespectfully of the good 
old Lady, and set himself to make amends by his plea- 
santest courtesies. There was a charm in the graceful 
boy's manners which never was lost on any one — young 
or old — ^below that roof; an^ when he rose to go. Aunt 
Isobel even pressed his stay. But Edward giving one 
anxious and hopeful look to Lucy, took his fishing-rod, 
and disappeared. 

When to-morrow evening came, great was the strug- 
gle in Lucy's mind, whether to go or not to go to the 
Linn. She remembered the serious injunctions of both 
her parents never to leave Aunt Isobel in the house by 

herself — ^but the white lie had been told — ^the long 

11 
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Aummer evening was wavering by dewy and calm — that 
sun> which in another hour or so would be settings was 
indeed a golden sun^ and so wiere the clouds that lay 
over the golden sky — ^the stream as it went gliding on 
towards the Linn^ seemed to murmur on her to accompa- 
ny the music along its banks — and she thought of Ed- 
ward Ellis leanings perhaps; at that very moment 
against the Yew-tree^ and almost aligry at her non-ar- 
rival. '^ Surely there can be no great harm^" thought 
Lucy^ " in my just going to tell him not to wait any 
longer^ and singing to him ^ Auld lang S3me^' or the' 
'Flowers o' the Forest/ " So Lucy put on her bonnet^ 
feeling notwithstanding her slight disobedience^ that 
while she loved Edward Ellis^ her affection would only 
be for a month or a year when he would be gone for 
ever^but that she belonged^ indeed^ to her &ther and her' 
mother^ and would live with them contented and happy 
all the days of her life. 

She was standing at the door looking at the sun that 
now shone right over the Caim-Craig^ when^ to her sur- 
prise^ there were Mr Kennedy and Edward Ellis com- 
ing up the avenue. They bade her. good evening with 
more serious looks than she had ever observed before^ 
and her heart sunk^ she knew not why^ in an indistinct 
foreboding of some evil. Mr Kennedy immediately be- 
gan to speak to Aunt Isobel about their distant friends^ 
and opening a letter which he said he had just receiv- 
ed from Mr Colinson^ informed them that Agnes was 
hx from being well^ — indeed that she had a fever^ and 
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that her husband^ not without reason, was unhappy for 
her sake. He then read the letter aloud, and Lucy 
could not but know that the life of her mother was in 
danger. She heard it with a pang of conscience^ and 
in spite of Mr Kennedy's calm voice, and hopeful ex- 
pression of countenance, wept in a fit of fear, pity^ and 
grief. *' Nay — nay— Lucy— do not weep so," said Ed-, 
ward Ellis, with a cheering tone ; '' the fevers in that 
country are sharp and severe, but not dangerous — not 
often fatal — your mother is in God's hands — and do not 
fear — ^Lucy — ^but that she will recover." But every com- 
fort was wasted upon the terrified child, and she look- 
ed in vain for encouragement to Aunt Isobel, whose 
face had undergone a dark change. Mr Kennedy and 
Edward remained about an hour in the house, and Lu- 
cy, who accompanied them a little way down the vale> 
whispered to the latter with a sob, '' O ! Mr Ellis — 
Mr Ellis — can you meet me to-night at twelve o'clock 
-—aye, at midnight at the Linn?" and she retired weep- 
ing to the house. 

Aunt Isobel did all that affection and pity could do 
to comfort Lucy— but all in vain— they were able, in- 
deed, to say the evening-prayer, but it was with sore 
distress — and they at last retired to their beds. " You 
had better sleep with me to-night, my dear bairn," but 
Lucy said she would rather lie in her mother's bed, as 
she had done since they went away — and that Aunt 
Isobel need not come to her during the night, unless 
&he called upon her — so by the dim summer light each 

1 
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went to hfet own room» Bat no sooner was evesrj thing 
sdll in Aunt Isobel's room, than Lucf , who had never 
undressed herself, rose silently as a ghost, and taking 
a few garments in her basket, stole out of the house. 

Truer than any maiden to the trysting hour was Lucy 
at the Linn ; but there £dward Ellis was before her, 
and received the weeping girl with all the soothing 
fondness of a brother. '^ Oh ! now, the time Has come, 
Mr £lli8, when you can prove if you have any kind- 
ness for poor Lucy Forester. My mother is dying &r 
away, and my blind fadier is at her death-bed. £ver 
good t6 us all have you been-^and now I beseech you; 
in the name of the great merciful GM, and the Son of 
Gkid; that you will help me to get to the place where my 
parents are, far off although it be, mair, indeed they say; 
than a hundred miles." Edward stood in amazement 
imd said nothing. '' Oh ! Sir J if your ain jGather were 
dying, you would na lang be here, and puir ignorant 
ereature as I am, you cannot love your parents better 
than do I mine — so, tell me— tell me how to get to 
Snglandi and I will pray for you to heaven morning 
and night as long as I am in life." And Lucy drop- 
pM upon her knees, and held up to him her clasped 
hands in an agony of supplication. 

Edward Ellis tried to raise her gently from her 
kneeling posture, but Lucy seemed rooted to the ground. 
Th^n lifting her eyies to heaven, she said with a calmer 
and clearer voice, — *' O Thou that dwellest far above 
the moon and stars, take pity on me, and save my mo« 
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ther from death !" and in the hush of the great heavens, 
it seemed as if the child heard a merdfdl response, 
given to her prayer. 

" There will be no darkness to-night — ^Lucy-— for 
to-day was the longest day in all the year-— «nd the 
morning will soon come upon the moon and stars. 
Cheer up — ^my sweetest one — and brother and sister as 
we are, we two will travel southwards together through 
the openings between the hills." Away they went 
side by side over -bank and brae; and Edward jBl- 
lis, who as a sportsman knew all the hill-country well, 
to the' very English Border— determined to lead Lucy 
to the point where he knew, at a stated hour, a con- 
veyance' would be found for her to Penrith. No wea- 
riness affected her limbs — ^the passion of grief carried 
her lightly over the hags in the moss— over the stoney 
torrents — and the steep heathery hills — no more tired 
thui a fawn feeding during the night hours^-^md at 
sunrise, many a clouded mountain lay between her and 
Bracken-Braes. She, poor fugitive, felt now that she 
had made her escape from Aunt Isobel, who never would 
have suffered her to go, and that she was indeed on the 
way to her dying mother. Even hope began to rise with 
the bright morning-light, and as her feet brushed yet 
unfaltering over the dews, she faintly smiled in the 
face of her guide, and in her gratitude to him, felt al- 
most an assurance that her mother would yet recover. 
'They sat down together on the turf beside a hiU-side 
spring — and Lucy needed no other refreshment thana 
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littiie of that purest water. But Edward left her for a 
few minutes^ and ruimkig to a hut on the edge of a birk 
coppice^ ca^e back with some barley-bread. '* You 
may rest yourself here — ^Lucy — for an hour or two, or 
even three — ^if you choose — ^for we shall even then be 
in good time at the inn, on the Great North Road, and 
I will not leave you till I see you in safe hands." Lucy 
put her trust in him, just as if he had been an angel 
whom she had seen come down from the sky — ^her 
plaid had been brought with her->— the noble-hearted 
boy folded her up in it withgentlehands — ^andmadeher 
lie down by his side below the shadow of a grey mossy 
rock, that, like a canopy, covered a bed of smoothest 
herbage. Lucy, although she had not known it, was 
wearied with her flight of more than twenty long Scot- 
tish miles, and fell asleep with her hand laid in its in- 
nocence almost upon her benefactor's breast. Edward 
put aside the golden ringlets and kissed her forehead, 
and then he too fell into a slumber, but still conscious 
that his arm was over Lucy Forester. 

In an hour or two Lucy awoke, and starting to her 
feet^looked round as in a dream. But the thought of her 
mother made all plain at once — over moss and muir they 
again pursued their journey — ^and in good time reached 
the place where their walk was to terminate. Lucy 
received her instructions from Edward, who knew 
well— boy as he was — all the Lake-land, and she put 
his memorandum-book into her' bosom. " I will get 
back to the Manse before night — ^Lucy — ^if I should 
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have to hire a horse out of the woric-fidd — ^what Vtnil 
the good people at Holylee and BrackeH^-Braies be. 
thinking has become of us ?" — " I left a slip of paper 

a- 

in Aunt Isobel's Bible^ telling what I intended to do^ 
and begging her forgiveness — and there she would be 
sure to find it at six o'clock this morning." 

No less magnificent a vehicle than his Majesty's 
mail now drove up in style^ and while the horses were 
baitings Edward Ellis looked in and beheld two per- 
sons asleep^ and two half-awake. He opened the door 
«— >and without ceremony lifted Lucy up — ^but strong 
opposition was declared by the most poiiipous of the 
somnolent gentlemen^ thus disturbed in his ideal worldy 
by the intrusion of a human face like that of Lucy 
Forester. An old-maidenish Lady, with a somewhat 
sour expression, seemed disposed to join the leader of 
the opposition, but first looking at Edward Ellis, and 
then at Lucy, her features relaxed into a bedevolent 
smile, and she seemed willing to eiideavour to inake 
room for them both— ^ young man^ in a naval uniform^ 
stopt the fat whig's mouth with a harmless nautical 
oath — and Edward Ellis committed Lucy to his care. 
■^' Aye — aye — ^young gentleman — 1 will see her safe to 
harbour — whether sister or sweetheart." Edwwd 
knew Lucy was safe — and had just time to shake 
hands with the tar who bore bravery and kindness 
in his weather-beaten countenance, when the guard- 
sounded his bugle, and off flew Lucy Forester of Brack- 
en-Braes, in a carriage drawn by four blood-horses* 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 



LucT had been committed to the charge of a mail 
who would have gone through fire and water— ^nay^ who 
had done so-— nor thought anything of danger — to sare 
the life of a human creature in jeopardy. Mr Mar« 
shall was a Lieutenant in the Navy> and his ship hav* 
ing come into Leith Harbour^ for repair of damages 
sustained in a gale in the North-Seas> he had taken 
the opportunity of wheeling off for a week to his fa- 
ther's house on the banks of UUswater. He soon heard 
poor Lucy's story^ and having learned the value of 
home-feelings on the great deep> he felt the strongest 
compassion for his pretty little friend^ and did all he 
could to assuage her affliction* Lucy felt as if the 
whole world were kind to her^ and allowed herself to 
believe in the offered comfort. In a few hours she 
could even listen vdth interest to Mr Marshall's 
stories about the sea^ and once or twice almost joined 
in the laughter of the other pa88eagers> when the jolly 
tar became amusing in his anecdotes. Old maids do 
not in general stand high in public estimation^ on the 
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score either of urbanity or tender-heartedness ; bat this 
may be a popular delusion^ and certainly^ in the pre- 
sent case, Lucy had good cause to love the sisterhood. 
For this elderly Preston Spinstress was as tender to- 
wards her as if she herself had been the happy mother 
of many children, and on parting with her at Penrith, 
late in the evening, when Lucy was to leave the coach, 
gave her the present of an En^ish Prayer-book, in- 
scribed hastily with both their names. — ** Lntitia Bair- 
stow to Lucy Forester, €rod have her always in his holy 
keepxng." 

Lucy showed Mr Marshall the instructions she had 
received from Edward ElUis. " All right — all right, 
my boonie lassie, but you are not afraid, are you, to 
trust yourself with me ?" — '' No, Sir, I will trust my- 
self entirely ^ so good a man. You know where I am 
going, and from where^ I have come.— Oh ! Sir, you 
ken that my heart is fu' o' grief, and that I want sair to 
see my mother — can you contrive to send me on to El- 
lesmere, and my father will be sure to pay the expence, 
for I came awa' without siller, and neither did Mr 
Ellis remember.** The Lieutenant put his hand kindly 
on her shoulder, and Lucy was silent. Li a couple of 
hours, Lucy Forester found herself in Seathwaite-HaU, 
an old mansion on the banks of Ullswater, in a draw- 
ing-room, surrounded by young ladies, who after em- 
bracing joyfully their gallant brother, bestowed their 
wondering and admirikig lfiTi<lTie<?i^ upon his beautiful 
charge. It was late in the night, and except those 
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three hours slumber by the spring on the hill-side in 
Scotland^ Lucy had had no sleep since the early mom 
of yesterday. She was conducted to the prettiest bed 
in the prettiest room she had ever seen^ by a young 
lady only a little older than herself, and who kissed 
her on saying good-night ; and before Lieutenant Mar- 
shall had been able to satisfy the curiosity of his sisters 
about the beautiful Scottish maiden^ Lucy was in a pro- 
found sleep. 

Nature had given Lucy Forester into the arms of 
sleep^ but all the while the child lay dreaming^ there 
was a resolution kept mysteriously within her heart, 
that she would awake at sunrise. For her filial sor- 
row was not dead in that slumber, and it awoke her 
like a little knell at the time her heart had fixed. 
She opened the shutter, and looked timidly out upon 
a broad bright bay that glittered in the sunlight, 
shaded from the opposite shore by a grove of huge fo- 
rest-trees. Lucy thought herself in another world. 
Several men were standing beside a boat, the first she 
had ever seen, except in pictures — ^and there was Lieu- 
tenant Marshall, whose loud cheerful laugh was heard 
from the water-side. As she stood considering how she 
could join the party, the pretty creature, who had ta- 
ken her to the bed-room last night, came in dressed al- 
most as plaiidy as herself, and conducted her to the par- 
lour. BreakfiEust over, Agatha Marshall accompaiued her 
down to the lake-side, and leapt into the pinnace. 
Lucy followed in wonder, but she saw the Lieutenant 
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at the helm-— the snow-white sail was. hoisted and un- 
furled^ and a breeze coming with a rustle down Glen- 
ooin^ awaj went the Naiad of Ullswater^ and before a 
word was spoken, had rounded the green point of the 
baj, and was out of sight of her anchorage. 

Agatha held Lucy by the hand, and as the Naiad 
stooped her gunwale in the wreathed foam that flowed 
like a waterfall away firom her proiV, told her with a 
smile not to be afraid. Friends of an hour — there they 
sat like sisters that had lived together from their birth. 
Lucy, oppressed as her heart was, and sorely troubled, 
could not help seeing, with the stealing delight of 
wonder, the wooded clifls that seemed to shoot across 
the water and block up their way, and then slowly to 
recede, leaving nothing but the merry multitude of 
WBYCB* Were these rocks, she thought, or were they 
old castles and churches hidden among the trees or the 
clouds ? But Lucy would then clos^ her eyes, for she 
felt them filling with tears, as she figured to herself 
th^ bed, where her blind father might be standing to 
witness her mother die. '^ Let go the main-sheet," 
cried the Lieutenant, and, after a moment's bustle, they 
were all standing in a green meadow, beside a bank of 
willows. ^^ You are now at Patterdale, Lucy, and 
here I and Agatha must bid you farewell. It is not ofiten 
I see the old gentleman, and I must not be awdy at 
the breakfast-table the first morning I am at home." 
Lucy would not hear of a guide. Mr Marshall knew 
there was no fear of her missing the way over Kirk- 
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«laae i the d<^y ws^ fine, so aw^y danced the homeward*- 
b0tto4 Nidad, with Agatha waving a signal from the 
stem ; and l4Uoyj after gasing a little while, turned her 
towards the gr^at mountains* 

Lucy had never been one moment utterly alone since 
she heard of her mother's illness. But now> in a shcMi; 
time, there was no human being near h^rin the sditude. 
House after house had disappeared^ and now there was 
nothing but rocks and sky. These wore not like the hUls 
about Bnu^eu*Brae»-^-and the child felt awed in the 
desert. She sat down on the lec^e of a bridge across a 
small rivulet that pressed that wild rood, and opened the 
book given to 1^ by that unknown lady. ^' God have 
her always in his.holy keeping — " she lifted her eyes 
£rom these words, and saw the lambs running races 
upon the scanty gre^i-plats among the rock£H— the air 
was filled with murmuring insects, and a little bright 
bird, of a kind she had never seen before, kept playing 
his pretty gambols on the very ledge where she was 
sitting, as if for her amusement, and then began to 
trim his yellow and crimscm plumage. Every creature 
seomed happy, and why might not she at least hope ? 
She read over and over again all Edward Ellis's kind 
;instructions, and hoped that God would bless him all 
the days of his life. 

The young pilgrim was just about to rise and pur* 
sue her journey up the toilsome mountain, when two 
or liiroe big drops of rain fell on the blue-slate coping 
of the bridge, and the dust of the road seemed in an 
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instant sultrier. That narrow desert place was dark- 
ened between its fearful rocks^ and she knew^ from 
the sudden grimness of the heaven^ that there was go« 
ing to be a thunder-storm. Ever since that fatal day 
in the Hirst-wood^ her heart had quaked at the most 
distant growl of the element. 

A number of large stones confusedly hanging over 
each other^ afforded various places of shelter^ and Lu- 
cy^ to avoid the rain that now came down in torrents^ 
and to lose sight of the flashes^ crept into one of them^ 
and endeavoured to hide herself firom the thunder. 
There she lay with a quaking hearty while sometimes 
the thunder-crash seemed to shake the pillars of her 
prison. Looking out with a hurried glance^ during a 
cessation of the peals^ she saw the tall figure of a man 
indistinctly moving through the mist^ and the sight of 
a human being in that awful solitude^ brought her out 
from her concealment. Pale and speechless^ and 
trembling with fear^ and the coldness of that wet dun- 
geon^ Lucy stood before him in the attitude of a sup- 
pliant.* In a little while she told her story ; and .the 
old shepherd^ who had been descending into Patterdale^ 
turned back^ and said he would $ee her safe into the 
vale of Ambleside. The hurricane still continued^ but 
Lucy forgot all her fears^ for the shepherd wore a calm 
and cheerful countenance^ and told her, that in an hour 
at farthest all would be peace and sunshine. He had 
heard, too, of the Scotch people at the Vicarage of El- 
lesmere, and assured Lucy that her mother must have 
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been alive the night before^ as he had been in a house 
in that vale^ and had heard the family talking of het 
illness. At these, words Lucy heard not the dying 
voice of the thunder^ nor observed the water-courses 
that were traversing the road down that mountain-pass. 
She kept dose to the side of the old grave shepherd^ 
whose words were fi^w^ but every one of which sounded 
sweeter than any music. ^' Noo, my li'le lass^ that's 
Ammleside> ye canna ga wrang^ so God be wi' you^ 
and may ye find your puir mother in Ufe/"^ 

Lucy was once more alone^ but her guide had left her 
with a strengthened hearty and in a place where it was 
not possible to be very melancholy. For the short sum- 
mer-storm was over and gone^ and the valley below 
her literally swam in light, as the sun, no longer ob- 
scured by the black clouds that were fading in every 
direction, illuminated the woods and meadows, and the 
winding waters of the Rothay. The blue roo£» of the 
village, embowered in trees, sent a cheerful feeling in« 
to Lucy's heart as she past by the gate of a building, 
which, with its dialled tower, she knew to be a church, 
and crowds of haymakers seen returning into every 
field after the rain, made her at once forget the solitary 
region, where she had been overtaken in the storm. 
There was no danger of losing her way now, and, with 
almost a spirit of cheerfulness, Lucy dropt like a bird 
into the Valley of Ambleside. 



N 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



There had been a thunder-storm for several hours 
among the mountains of Coniston and Langdale^ 
where the clouds lay heaviest and blackest^ and now 
it had reached Ellesmere, and was raging above the 
Vicarage. The windows of the room in which Ag- 
ne» lay in her fever had been left open^ behind the 
half-closed shutters^ that a wandering breath of air 
might haply come down from some one of the little 
glens> to relieve the oppressive sultriness of the atmo- 
sphere. As the thunder went rattling over the roof, 
and the flashes of lightning gleuned across the 
darkened room^ Agnes was wholly insensible ta the 
strife^ and although not asleep^ returned no answer to 
the kind words of inquiry which now and then the 
watchers by her bedside ventured to whisper in their 
anxiety. In the intervals of sUence^ the many moun- 
tain torrents were heard sounding on all sides^ for there 
had been a deluge of rain at their sources^ and every 
hillside showed a number of cataracts. Michael Forest- 
er heard none of these sounds. His wife's hand was 
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between both of his— -and while at one time he seemed 
to be counting the pulses — at another he listened to her 
breathings as if life or death were in each successive 
sigh. He was terrified lest those fitful pantings 
should all at once be mute^ and for ever. So long as 
he heard that breath — ^to him all the outward tumult was 
as silence. 

The Vicar^ and indeed the whole family^ had nearly 
given up all hope of Mrs Forester's recovery. A fatal 
crisis seemed to be at hand ; and as if each person read 
in the other's eyes^ an intimation that they ought all to 
leave the room^ one by one they began to do so^ and at 
last none were left there with the dying person but 
Mr lanson and her husband. The family collected 
themselves together in the large room below^ and there 
they sat^ not without sobbing and tears, fearing every 
moment to see Mr lanson coming down stairs, with a 
countenance teUihg that all was over. And thus they had 
sat nearly an hour, — ^the storm was hushed—- and sun- 
shine was again struggling through the glooln, and 
finding its way through the lead-latticed window to 
the floor of the room where they had been sitting so 
dark and silent. The swallows were beginning to twit- 
ter without — and nature slowly to reassume her cus- 
tomary cheerfulness and tranquillity. The door open- 
ed — and a stranger girl, stepping timidly across the 
floor, asked eagerly, *' Is this Mr Colinson's, the Vicar 
of Ellesmere ? O Sir, I am the daughter of Michael 
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Forester and Agnes Hay^ and my name is Lucy. Is 
my mother in the land o' the living ?" 

Many kind tongues^ and eyes^ and hands^ were soon 
comforting the dutiful daughter ; but Lucy heard no« 
thing but that her mother was not dead. " Oh ! surely 
you are not deceiving me — and yet why are you all 
weeping so ? Where is my father — ^perhaps he too is 
gone — ^and God's judgments more terrible than I can 
bear ? Here am I, a' the way frae Scotland^ come to 
pray by my mother's bedside-~and God has brought 
me here unharmed^ by means o' the kind hands o' my 
fellow creatures^ who all helped me on towards this 
bouse, so for away from Bracken-Braes where we Kve ! 
Oh ! my bonnie lassie^ tell me — ^tell me — ^if my mother 
is indeed likely to live !" Ruth CoHnson felt her own 
hopes strengthened by the passionate earnestness of this 
appeal^ and said with a faint smile to Lucy^ that her 
mother had not been any worse since the mornings and 
that perhaps the danger might be past. Just then Mr 
lanson came down stairs — and there was no fatal ex-* 
pression in his countenance — so Ruth once more assured 
her that there was hope. Then Lucy sat down and 
cried bitterly as if her heart would break. 

At such a time there was no need of deception or 
concealment. None knew how Grod was dealing with 
her in the room above ; but here was the creature dear- 

« 

est to her on this earthy brought to her bedside as by a 
prayer. So they led Lucy to the sick-room^ and in a 
moment^ with every sob hushed^ she was on her knees 
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at her mother's bedside^ with her forehead resting upon 
the hands of her father. 

The mind of Agnes had been wandering for some 
time-«nd the fever had caused many afflicting dreams. 
^ Poor Lucy ! drowned in that black marl-pit — ^merci- 
ful God ! see her — see her clinging to a branch ! What 
Can a blind father do to save his child— oh! what 
shrieks ! what shrieks !" Michael turned his sightless 
countenance towards Mr lanson^ as if he looked for 
comfoit. In the agony of his despair^ he believed that 
in medical knowledge lay a foresight of futurity^ and he 
felt as if even the issues of life and of death were com- 
mitted to his mortal hands. ^' Oh ! father — ^father— 
I your daughter^ Lucy^ am here — ^put your hand upon 
my head and know — ^my mother's face is not so chang- 
ed as I thought — ^and she will live— will live — and go 
back with us^ under the mercy of the Almighty^ to 
Bracken-Braes." Michael Forester sat for a few mo- 
ments mute and motionless — and then he^ too^ knelt 
down by the bedside of Agnes^ and laid his cheek on 
Lucy's head^ the touch of whose hair> wet as it was 
with the rains^ and sorely dishevelled^ was familiar to 
the yearnings of his inmost hearty and calmed in some 
measure the severity of his protracted passion. 

Agnes started up in one of those sudden fits of dis- 
ordered strength^ that in a fever often come upon the 
apparent prostration of all vital power^ and opening her 
eyes for the first time during twenty-four hours^ fixed 
them upon Lucy^ who by this time had- risen from 
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her knees^ and was standing by the bedside. Pechi^ 
the sound of that voice had been recognized in the 
seeming deafness of her spirit. Ever and anon she 
averted^ and then again cast her eyes^ with a bewilder- 
ed eagerness^ upon her daughter — till at last she 
stretched forth her arms^ and with a face expressing the 
most passionate fondness^ but nothing else^ drew Lucy 
to her bosom^ and IfiHgJng her with a thousand kisses^ 
fell back on her pillow. Lucy^ in that embrace^ had 
crept into the lowly bed, and there she lay by her mo- 
ther's side — ^both mute — and to all who looked upon 
them beautiful as in the happiest sleep. 

Now that Michael had been permitted to reflect 
on the wonderful appearance of Lucy at the Vi- 
carage-*and then had been told by Mr Colinson of the 
nature of her journey, he could not help feeling that 
the mother of such a child would be spared even for 
her sake. He had for several days and nights past 
thought of Lucy as an orphan. In his dreams he had 
seen her weeping in sore distress, and she would not 
be comforted. For in all his dreams, Michael saw still 
the objects of his affection; — ^and indeed there was no 
blindness in that imaginary world. Now God and 
God only had sent Lucy to restore her mother to life. 
'^ Impossible — impossible — that our child has been 
brought hither only to see her mother die ! Hush — hush 
— ^they have both fallen asleep — and Agnes's breathing, 
methinks, is assuredly more free, and more composed." 
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^' I am not asleep — hthev — ^but my mother is — and, 
oh ! I beseech you all — here let me lie till she awakes." 
The fever in which her mother lay might be infectious, 
but Lucy never thought of that — nor perhaps did 
any one then present, for in such extremities, prudence 
is not known to love, and all fear is for the dying. With- 
out any clearly understood reason for it, every heart now 
began to hope ; the Vicar walked out into his orchard — 
Ruth looked after some little household duty with noise- 
less steps — and Mrs Colinson prepared some refiresh- 
mentforMrlanson, who now appeared in the lower room^ 
and said that therei certainly seemed a decided change 
for the better in the condition of his patient. Michael 
Forester had followed him down stairs unperceived, 
and on hearing these wcnrds, not meant for his ear, but 
manifestly addressed to another, he felt as if lifted up 
out of the grave. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



Had the load of misery under which Michael Fo- 
rester groaned been all at once removed, it is probable 
that his mind would have given way, and reason itself 
been overthrown. He had often meditated upon all 
other evils that might beM himself or Lucy, but the 
death of Agnes had never been suffered to steady itself 
before his imagination, as an event that might take 
place, and as soon as that horrid catastrophe was immi* 
nent> he abandoned himself with headlong passion to 
uttermost despair. But now he was told, and he be* 
lieved it, that Agnes might reoover*-^nay, was recover- 
ing — and his whole frame of mind and body was sha- 
ken as by a convulsion. He walked about the house 
and then jnto the open air, praying and clasping his 
hands, and sometimes when he thought himself unob- 
served, kneeling down and asking forgiveness of Hea- 
ven. All that night he continued to sit by her bed- 
side, as he had done for several nights before, although 
he was assured that the crisis of the fever was past, 
liucy had been removed into another room-^but she 
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was in perfect health — and her father^ contented with 
one single kiss of her closed eyes, seemed to forget that 
she was in the house, and* sat like an image by his 
Agnes. Ruth Colinson, unknown to him, was in the 
room, for one or other of the fsonily had been by that 
sick-bed all night long ever since Agnes had been 
swimming for her life. Voices were still low, and sad, 
and whispering — and all the ordinary occupations of the 
house carried on in silence. Michael longed to hear 
one cheerful tone — any sound like a laugh — any mo- 
ti<m that might denote bustle or activity — ^for he still 
g»ye a rueful interpretation to every thing he discern- 
ed in his darkness, and shuddered lest the noiseless- 
ness of midnight might be a token of despair and death. 
Another day and another night passed by, and 
Michael Forester knew that his Agnes was to be re- 
stored. Far was she from death now, according to the 
judgment of man, as on the afternoon she arrived at 
EUesmere. Their usual gentle and steady light had 
returned to her eyes — the few words she was able in 
her weakness to utter were composed and happy-«- 
she recognized every one with a smile — ;and two or 
three quiet tears trickled down her pale cheeks when 
Michael told her the story of Lucy's departure and 
journey from Bracken-Braes. Michael and Agnes were 
now left much alone ; and kind and skilful as Mr Ian- 
son had been, what blessedness to know that his pre- 
sence was no longer needed in their house ! When he 
did come, it was only a visit of congratulation; and 
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Michael Forester was even able to enjoy his cheerful 
and. jocular conversation — ^for Mr lanson was some- 
thing of a humorist^ and had a store of anecdote^ on 
which the club had drawn every Saturday night for se- 
veral years^ without any visible diminution of the charm 
of novelty. But in a few days the worthy Doctor dis- 
continued even such visits as these — and Agnes^ so far 
from beii^ disturbed^ enjoyed the life and animation 
that^ somewhat restrained^ were heard once more in 
every apartment of the Vicarage. 

But the joy and gratitude of Lucy exhibited them- 
selves in quite a different character. Hope and trust had 
entered into her young and innocent heart long before 
her father had dared to indulge them ; and as soon as 
she was told by Mr lanson that her mother was out of 
danger^ a very flood of rapture overflowedher whole spirit. 
She tried to keep down her joy — she gazed on her mo- 
ther's sunk cheeks^ and wept — she went by herself in- 
to the room^ or along with Ruth Colinson^ and kneel- 
ing down, poured forth the most beautiful extempor- 
aneous thanksgivings — she opened the Bible, and read 
portions of our Saviour's history — ^his miracles and cru- 
cifixion. She put her arms round Ruth Colinson's 
neck and kissed her, for Ruth had comforted her day 
and night — and then going into the fields or orchard 
with that affectionate girl, she bounded along in her 
glee, or for an hour joined in the work of the haymak- 
ers now housing the produce of the latest enclosure on the 
hillside. If there were a flower on bank or in hedge- 
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tew, hncy*s eyes were sure to detect it ; and she form-" 
ed a small garland^ whose sweet smelly she said^ would 
restore her mother^ for^ " methinks^ Ruth^ that your 
English flowers have a finer odour than even those 
at Bracken-Braesj and I must confess that they are 
richer in their beautifid colours — for here there is mair 
shelter — aye^ it is lowner fEur than at Holylee." 

There had been one Sabbath only since Lucy's ar-^ 
rival at the Vicarage^ and that was not a day on which 
it was possible for the afliicted girl to go to the Chapel. 
But she now took Ruth's arm^ who leaned on her bro- 
ther MileSj and they proceeded to the place of worship. 
For a while Lucy heard the bell tinkling^ but where ' 
she knew not ; for still at every turning of the path^ as 
they ascended or descended; the sound seemed to come 
from a different spot. Then the head of the glen^ 
which they had now reached^ was quite fiUed with lit- 
tle wooded eminences^ some almost entirely rock^ and 
others partly pasturs^e^ rent obviously by some natural 
convulsion frova. the sides of the mountains. Between 
these eminences lay patches of meadow-ground water- 
ed by almost invisible runlets proceeding from springs^ 
or from the main stream that wound its increasing 
way down towards the Vicarage, and finally into Win- 
dermere. Here Lucy recognized woodmen's huts such 
as she had known in the Hirst- Wood, but no other ha- 
bitation. Well dressed people, however, were issuing 
from all the coppices — and the bell sounding close at 
hand, she lifted her eyes in that direction, and there 
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was the beautiful low-roofed Chapel of Ellesmere^ with 
its white tower, and church-yard encircled with the 
murmur of that mountain torrent. As the bell ceased 
to tinkle, the cry of the kite was heard in the hollow 
heavens. 

Lucy had never been in any public place of worship 
but the Kirk of Holylee. .All that she now saw and 
heard was in form very different — but in spirit the 
same. This small rural congregation had an organ 
whose music sounded sweetly and solemnly in that 
lonesome chapel. The psalm-tunes were not the same 
Lucy had been accustomed to, but her fine ear taught 
her at once to accompany Ruth, and with a low and 
somewhat hesitating voice, she joined in those beauti- 
ful hymns. BefcHre the worship was half over, Lucy 
gave to it the whole religion of her heart. She thought 
of her mother rescued from death— -of her father sit- 
ting at that hour by her bedside-— of God's mercies to 
her a helpless child, and of the kindness experienced 
from her fellow Christians at the Vicarage— -and with 
a fervent voice did the pious creature repeat every re- 
sponse throughout the service. 

An Annual Festival was now at hand, called the 
Rush-bearing, for which all the maidens in the parish 
about Lucy and Ruth's age, and indeed much younger, 
had been making preparations. The origin of this rite, 
Evidently of a religious nature, is not distinctly kno\im, 
but its celebration is with good reason supposed to be a 
thanksgiving for the hay-harvest. It takes place in 
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most districts of Westmoreland near the end of July^ 
when the hay-fields are beginning to get green again 
with the after-grass^ and a season almost of comparative 
inactivity intervenes between it and the first week 
of September^ when the corn-fields are yellow for the 
sickle. Being a sacred institution^ the Rush-bearings 
beautiful sight as it is^ partakes of a somewhat solemn 
character^ and although no prayers are said^ no hymns 
are sung^ but all is silent^ and the very meaning of the 
rite obscure^ yet at its close nothing like amusement or 
recreation occurs^ nothing to break the spirit^of a cere- 
monial which piously regards the gratitude of the crea- 
ture^ and the bounty of the Creator. 

In the parish of EUesmere^ the Rush-bearing had^ 
from time immemorial^ been observed with more than 
ordinary attention. The good Vicar^ which is not usual 
in other places^ always took upon himself the arrange- 
ment of the procession. The children all met at the 
Vicarage, each provided with her flower-garland, dress- 
ed in white, and adorned with ribbands, whose colours 
gay, and sometimes even garish, were notwithstanding 
pleasant to behold in that infant band. Nothing what- 
ever was worn on the head, but every ringlet flowed 
free and unconfined. Ranked according to their height, 
the innocent creatures walked two by two, with the 
flower-garlands in their hands — and thus the procession 
moved silent as a dream towards the solitary Chapel. 
Lucy and her cousin Martha walked side by side, and 
it was upon this day that they might be said to have 

1 
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begun to love one another with a sisterly affection. 
Every heart was happy^ it knew not why, for every 
child that walked in that fair array felt the beauty of 
that whole of which itself made part ; and one spirit of 
harmonious feeling pervaded the living chain, from the 
two leading maidens now on the verge of womanhood, 
to the last two small creatures of five summers, who 
were often scarcely able to keep up with the slow pace 
of the Procession. The birds kept flying from bough 
to bough as the Rush-bearing past through the coppice- 
woods, and in every quiet pasture the lambs frisked 
among their knolls. The Chapel-4oor was open, and in 

went the quiet sisterhood to deposit their flower-gar- 

« 

lands on the pews, the pulpit, and the altar. 

In a few minutes, the interior of the Chapel, which 
with its dark oak furniture, stained walls, and low 
raftered roof, was perhaps somewhat gloomy, glowed 
with a thousand bright and gorgeous colours. Many 
of the garlands had been framed with much taste of 
garden-flowers both rich and rare ; but indeed it is not 
possible to join together a multitude of blossoms, and 
buds, and flowers, and leaves, without the aggregate 
being most beautiful. The Rush-bearers themselves,, 
a name originating in another custom now disused, 
could not help eyeing, with delighted wonder, the 
splendid show of their distributed garlands— and then 
arranged as before, they reverently left the Chapel, and 
hand in hand returned to the Vicarage. 

There^ beneath the solemn shadow of that ancient 
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Yew-tree, the Vicar's wife had set out tables of simple 
viands, the same tables at which the merry haymakers 
had taken their meals. The Vicar blessed the bread 
and fruit — and when the repast was over, some of the 
elder maidens sung a hymn. Ruth Colinson whisper- 
ed to her fisither, that Lucy would sing one of the 
psalms used in the Kirk at Holylee, and a leaf would 
have been heard to' fall while she warbled, 

'< Plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the naiDe.** 

The sun was setting in all his glory — and Agnes, who 
was now strong enough sometimes to leave her bed, 
bad been for a short time sitting at the window, of 
which Michael ventured to open a few panes, just as 
Lucy began to sing by herself, 

«' The Lord's my Shepherd, I'll not want ; 

He makes me down to lie 
In pastures green, he leadeth me 

The quiet waters by. 



»» 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



There was now entire happiness within the Vi- 
carage of EUesmere^ for all the shadows of death had 
disappefured^ and Agnes^ who had lain so long wasted 
and delirious in hopeless disease^ had risen up in her 
pale returning beauty^ and had walked about the shad- 
ed pastures^ both in the morning and evening light. A 
deep religious gratitude gave a still more delightful 
character to those eyes that never smiled without in- 
spiring affection^ and the awe left by the consciousness 
of the peril from which she had been providentially 
saved^ breathed a mournful composure over a de- 
portment that was at all times naturally sedate^ mak- 
ing even the tones of her speech sweeter and more 
gentle. Her husband had not wholly recovered his 
usual undisturbed demeanour^ yet every thing he said 
or did expressed to Mr Colinson repentance for that pas- 
sion of grief that had so utterly overwhelmed him^ and 
showed that^ on another trials his heart would probably 
be more humble and obedient. But where was Lucy in 
her joy } Tell how the linnet in spring passes every hour 
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in its vale of sunshine. In the grey dawn^ before the 
yellow sunlight tinged the diadem of the Elm-grove^ or 
melted the yieil of-diamdndi^ that lay oVer the. dewy 
swardy before the thrush had fed her broody or the young 
swallows looked out from their nests below the antique 
cornice^. whHe yet the kine were reposing^ and the hare 
sitting fearless at a distance £rom his ^helter^ Lucy 
waBi out< in the morning sdjtude^ and forgetting her 
happiest dreams in the still and shaded loveUn^sMhat 
was* gradually ' bnghteniog ' oVer hesAren and' eartlL 
Sometiides/even before Ruth Colinson wds awake^ had 
Lucy been- By herself all the way to the Chapely and 
reoeived kind words- frbm the shepherds going to the 
nountams* The long day^ glided' by> she knevir not how^ 
in Taiiotis delights^ and often did she wonder^ on Idok-' 
ii^ at the sky/to see* that the sun was indeed setting 
among his golden clouds. And was Bjiteckenf Braes foN 
gotten h The green broomy hilk and treeless banks df 
HeHot Water — t^at one wooded Linn~^the'Howlet'»-. 
Nest^^-andhe^ whom her heart had &o often beat withia 
her -inmost bosom to meet iSiere, 'Edward ElHs ? No-^r*. 
no^ all' Lucy's affeetions were true to the place of hi^ 
births ^ahd sad although she certainly would be when 
the day came^ how near at hand^ that they must take 
t^reir departure from EUesmere^ yet her heart yearnedi 
at the iorethought> towards sweet Scotland, and there 
among the bonks and braes where she was horn, might 
she also five^ die> and be buried. 

But this is the tnorning of the most beautiful Festi* 

o 
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yal that cheers the Land of Lakes^ Windennere Re- 
gatta — ^and Miles Colinson^ with Lucy and Ruth^ will 
join in his pinnace that Mediterranean fleet. As for 
Martha^ she showed her good sense and her good feel- 
ing in preferring to accompany the old people from 
whom she was about so soon to part ; and Alexander 
Ainslie^ who had become a prodigious favourite at the 
Vicarage^ attended the nymphs of the household in his 
Scotch bonnet^ which he wore with an air of pride^ as 
if the object of universal observation. So bound to the 
Vicarage by love and by fear had been the heart of 
the afiectionate Lucy ever since her arrival from Scot- 
land^ that she had never once left the vale of Elles- 
mere; the diapel^ and the rocks around it having been 
the boundary of her rambles. One glance of Winder- 
mere was all that she had taken on that troubled day^ 
when she was flying to her mother^ and its beauty was 
like a dim dream to her imagination. But now the 
party winded joyously up the wooded hills, and below 
the precipices that intervened between secluded EUes- 
mere and the Queen of the Lakes ; and Lucy promised 
not to turn her eyes from the scenery immediately 
around her, till Miles Colinson had conducted her to a 
natural watch-tower at High- Wray, built of rocks that 
no lever could have stirred, and with a flight of steps 
that had been hung in air by an earthquake. Miles Co- 
linson then took his gentle hand from Lucy's forehead, 
while he and Ruth watched the expression of her coun« 
tenance as Windermere burst upon her view, — ^water. 
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woods^ air^ and sky all blended together in beautiful 
and magnificent repose. 

The simple creature had never known any other world 
than that of Holylee. That pastoral parish was to her the 
image of the whole earth. After reading to her father 
about other countries^ all thought of them was laid aside 
with the book^ and she saw and heard only the scenery 
of her native vale. But now Lucy felt herself in hea- 
ven — no dream^ but a reality enduring in its delight. 
The bliss of novelty^ beyond all doubt or comparison^ 
of every bliss that the human soul can know^ the most 
vivid^ luminous^ and dazzling^ now possessed her whole 
being as she gazed and gazed ; a capacity of happiness 
adequate to the beauty for the first time revealed^ sud- 
denly unfolded itself within her nature^ and in the midst 
of her wildered and exulting happiness^ she wept to 
know that her mother had been saved from deaths and 
that the Great Being who stretched out the heavens 
and the earthy had looked with an eye of mercy on her 
sick-bedj had hearkened to the prayers of her a poor 
little child^ and on his throne had guarded the foot- 
steps of her blind father. " Oh ! Ruth — Ruth, this is 
by far the happiest day of all my life, and I will think 
of it> dream of it every day and every night, as long as 
I live, when I am fer far away in Scotland." But 
Ruth took her hand, without any reply, and bounding 
together down the mossy steps, scattering the wild 
rose-leaves, but without startling the red-breast from its 
nest, ,and then along the sloping hay-fields and old 
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flowery leas, the two happy creatures 'Stood breathless 
on a little pier that jutted into a bay, and there saluted 
Miles, whom they had absolutely outrun, with a laugh 
of raillery, as he handed them tripping into the boat, 
and then, with vigorous arm, made the Antelope of 
Ellesmere glide with her broken shadow under rock, 
and aloi^ level shore, till she reached the middle 
of the Lake, and pointed her prow towards the place of 
rendezvous, Lowood-Bay, with its few sentinel pine- 
trees, and wooded mountain with all its peaceful bat- 
tlements. 

Lucy remembered her voyage up Ullswater, but the 
wind had wafted the Naiad so swiftly along, that she 
scarcely knew where she was, till again standing on 
the shore. Grief and fear too had blinded and deafened 
her to the beauty of that morning. But now life and 
joy were one. The heaven smiled over her head, and 
as she looked down, there also were the heavens, when- 
ever the oars rested, and the pinnace, with its gaudy 
flag yet unfolded, floated with almost imperceptible 
motion on the air-like water. But for the little bells 
that went wavering in myriads past the gunwale, and 
showed that they were on another element, Lucy could 
have thought herself sailing through the very skies, 
and a sort of pleasing fear subdued her gladness, when 
once more the Antelope resumed her flight, and brought 
them within hearing of the merry music, becoming 
every moment more clear and distinct from Lowood- 
Bay. '^ Aye, there's the Bowness band i" exclaimed 
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Ruth ; " how sweety Lucy^ is the sound of the clarionet 
and bugle^ and does not the hollow sound of the great 
drum fill the whole lake from Ecclerig-Crag to Water- 
UeeAr 

Just behind a low pastoral point> that running out 
from a coppice- wood^ formed one of the horns of a small 
bay^ that to the careless eye was not observed to be a 
bay at all^ but thought to be merely part of the straight 
sh(xre> was anchored in shallow water, and within leap 
of the silver sanded beach, the Antelope of EUes- 
mere. From that station there was not only a view of 
Lowood-Bay, distant a few hundred yards, but of the 
Lake down to Belle-Isle, and across to the undisturbed 
waters of Pool-wyke, that seemed a lake of them- 
selves, and almost separated in their still seclusion, 
from the spirit of festivity now breaking out all along 
the opposite shore. Like Apparitions rising up from 
the depths of the Lake, for whence they came Lucy 
knew not nor could conjecture, many a gaily painted 
pinnace now moved twinkling over the broad bosom of 
Windermere, and the echoes answered to shouts and 
laughter from the merry crews striving in amicable 
contest. Lucy started to her feet at the first signal gun, 
which she thought close to their anchorage; and 
the little carronade having been placed on a spot com- 
manding a multitudinous echo, it seemed as if, on that 
cloudless sky, peals of thunder. were rolling round the 
whole circle of mountains, and more than once re-awak« 
ening, when all thought them over, died faint and a£6tr 
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off^ beyond the blue skies of Langdale*Pikes^ amountain 
that, look where you will, still forms part of the scenery 
of Windermere. 

Not one lazy straggler was now seen out upon the 
Lake, but the whole tiny Fleet was moored around the 
bay, ft bright and gorgeous circle of flags and awnings. 
The rowing boats now started for the prize, and all 
was animation and enthusiasm. But Lucy was told 
to look away firom the race, towards Calgarth and Mil- 
lar-ground, for the sea had sent its southern breezes, and 
the Sail-boats, that had lain all morning becalmed in the 
bay of Bowness, now loomed on the horizon, and stoop- 
ing beneath the winds that they were bringing along 
with them to the stillness of the airless water of LowoJDd, 
soon showed the various splendour of their array, and 
proudly imparted another character to the whole Festi- 
val. '* There goes the flying Schooner, the Victory," 
said Miles Colinson, an enthusiastic and skilfid fresh- 
water saUor ; " and that is the Endeavour with its long 
white pendant, close upon her stern, standing on the 
same tack ; they are going nearly before the wind now, 
and niethinks the Endeavour is about to run foul of the 
boom of her main-sail — ^but we shall see before evening 
which eats the other out of the wind, when close-haul- 
ed, and in the wind's eye, weathering Seymour-Crag. 
— Look, Lucy, are they not beautiful ?" Beautiful, in- 
deed, they appeared to her eyes, but their beauty was 
as that of Hving creatures, and their motion as that of 

life, while with wings white as snow, and meteors at- 

U 
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tending their course^ they held their undeviating pro- 
gress towards the mountains^ and apparently without 
any guidance^ but that of their own spirit^ went gliding 
by the hanging groves and woods. ^' AuldLangSyne^ as I 
live^" exclaimed Lucy ! and^ as the cloud of sail carried 
laway that melancholy music^ the Scotch maiden was> for 
amomentj at Bracken-Braes^ sitting beneath the Plane- 
Tree^ and the Heriot Water murmuring along the wil- 
low-haugh^ down to the Linn and the Manse of Holy- 
lee. 

Apart from the bay and all its beautiful confusion^ 
yet near enough to enter into the spirit of the Festival 
the crew of the Antelope remained with her^ during all 
the boat>races^ at their quiet anchorage. But Miles 
Colinson now weighed anchor^ and Lucy took her 
seat at the stern^ while Ruth relieved the flag from its 
staffs proud of the emblazoning which their joint needle- 
work had formed during the long evenings below the 
Yew-Tree. ^' We must take our place in the Grand 
Aquatic Procession^" said Miles with a smile^ " but I must 
take care not to run down the Nil Timeo^ the ten-oared 
Barge of the Windermere Sailing-Club." Much brand- 
ishing and splashing of oars there was before both lines 
were formed, and the '^ Grand Aquatic Procession" mov- 
ed in the sunshine over the dark blue waters^ as if some 
doughty Doge were about to wed the Lady of the Lake. 
The crew of each boat doubtless thought her the bright- 
est star in that moving^ constellation, and so occupied 
were all the rowers and their companies with their nice 
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and difficult dutie8> that it was onlj now a»d:tbe2i thai 

the Sail-boftts attracted notice^ when beariiig dpwAr.with 

a' freshened breeze> jxpon the Procession returning to it» 

anchorage in the form of a.jcrescent^ they tacked sudr 

denly, just when about to break, the line,, and bore awnj 

majestically before the wind, with liieir bands playing 

Rule Britannia^ -or God Save the Kin^. 

. f( Ruth — ^Ruth/' exclaimed Lucy, .'5 .there is: bonny 

Agatha Marshall who was^ so kind to me at her &ther'8 

house on the banks of that other Lake," and the twb 

boats were now so close together, that Lucy and 

Agatha shook hands across, their . gunwales, and. then 

ag%in in a moment were separated by. an oar length. of 

foamy water. By this time. Lucy, had become . quite< a 

bold sailor, and taking off her bonnet, that she might 

behold the spectacle on all sides, down fell her clustexH 

ing ringlets in a shower of sunbeams, over hoc c^ieeks 

and neck, and never had the Cambridge scholar beheld 

ito imagination so bright a figure of an Hour, a -Grace, 

or a Nereid, as that fair Scottish shepherdess now ^asBr 

ing on him. with smiles of bewildered- happiness. 

Like an Hour, too, she was to pass away-— andv aL- 

though unforgotten — ^yet to return never— ^never more. 

But the horns of the crescent had touched Lowood- 

Bay — a hundred oars rose into the air^-^the boats wese 

again anchored or drawn up to the beach—^thc whole 

fleet deserted by their crews, and the shores alive 

from the water-edge to the knolls below the wooded 

Scaur where the hawks inhabit. 

10 
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s Lucy.aaugfat anxiously through the moving crowd 
for Agatha Marshall,.and it was not long before they 
recognized £ach . other. : The Colinsons . ^nd Marshalls 
were . not altogether, strangers^ and the two parties 
agreed .to retire fxtooL the stir and bustle of the scene> 
and have a repast in some quiet glade within reach 
of the lake-breezes. Miles soon recollected a fit spot 
half way between Lowood and Eccledg; and a crowd of 
remembrances came over Lucy- s mind> when in a few 
minutes they sat down upon the b&nk of achftrcoal-pit; 
within a wood that had been thinned that very spring 
*—«o perfectly like the Hirst-wood where her father 
tost his sight in that thunder-storm ! Agatha^ Lucy^ 
and Roth were all intimate friends in a few minutes-^— 
and Lucy's eyes beamed with joy to hear that the 
Lieutenant had been most prosperous in his late cruise^ 
and was now quite a rich man. " They say we are to 
have peace soon — and then my brother will live with 
OS at Seathwaite-Hallj and we shall get Regattas of our 
own on UHswater ; Lucy Forester will surely visit her 
ftiefuds again — ^and I do not despair of seeing her with 
us long before — I am married." 

Mirth and merriment doon grew general^ but never 
loud over that sylvan saloon. In an hour or two^ the 
heron who had been disturbed by the unusual clamour^ 
was seen returning from Rydal woods^ with wings 
moving not quicker than oars^ and his flight gradually 
descending nearer and nearer the water^ as he kept 
approaching his nest on Rough-holm by the deserted 
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bay of Ray-rigg. The wind, too, was dying away, as 
tlie sun declined westwards ; and here and there a boat 
with elderly people and children taking an early fare- 
well of the revelries, crawled almost reluctantly home- 
wards along the sleeping lake that was spread with 
deepening shadows. Independently of the umbrage of the 
forest-boughs, the air was cooler, although calmer, and 
the butterflies that had enjoyed that day of light had all 
settled down upon the wild-flowers. '^ Part we must not 
without some Scottish music," was the feeling of all the 
party — and Lucy, who never in all her life had been 
asked twice to do any thing she could do, warbled the 
wildest and most mournful spirit of the genius of het 
country. There were wet eyes during «ome of those 
airs ; for worthy, indeed, were they of tears, sung as 
they now were by one to whom nature had taught the 
music of the heart, in whose sorrow innocence rejoices 
amidst the pauses of its gladness, and then returns mor6 
happy to its own living world. It seemed as she sungi 
that the composure of the soul within her almost so- 
bered the golden gleam above her forehead, and touch- 
ed with paleness the roses of her cheek. Fair moved 
the bosom of one not yet woman-grown, while those 
liquid murmurs left her lips apart in their beauty — 
and when at the dose of the tune every tongue and 
eye applauded, Lucy soon recovered all her gladsome 
smiles, and lifted up from the sward eyes that looked 
as if they could express no other emotion than that of 
rejoicing happiness. 
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CHAPTER XXVIT. 



The stay of the Foresters at the Vicarage of Ellesmere 
had been protracted some time beyond the almost per- 
fect recovery of Agnes^ by mutual friendship of a very 
deep and endearing character. Distress and sympathy 
had opened up and exhibited the recesses of each 
other's hearts^ and that two months' visit had made re- 
velation of feelings which might have lain concealed 
during a whole life. But the day of parting had come 
at last. The Vicar, his wife, and his son and 
daughters, had accompanied their beloved guests as 
far as Seathwaite-Hall, on Ullswater, and the final 
farewell had thus been less melancholy than if it 
had taken place at the door of their own dwelling. 
Michael parted from a friend in Mr Colinson whom 
he held dearer than he supposed he could have done 
any new acquaintance at his time of life, when the 
heart is contented with affections of old standing, and 
is slow to expand itself fully under the power of any 
fresh attachment. The admirable character of the Vi- 
car, one of the most modest, humble, and unassuming 
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of men^ had betrayed itself unconsciously in many 
simple traits almost every day after their friendship 
was a week old; and Michael^ who at first scarce- 
ly understood how to reconcile Mr Colinson's zeal in 
secular concerns with such a religious spirit as his sa- 
cred profession demanded^ and wondered a little at h|s 
manual labours in the hay-field and the bam> ere long 
discerned^ that the rec(meilemeat of custom can^ with- 
out moral injury^ blend together pursuits elsewhere 
deemed repugnant^ and acknowledged that the life of 
a good man ought not to be tried by any other test than 
the consistency of its own condition. In Scotland^ 
Michael Forester was aware that tio clergyman could 
engage personally in rural toils^ almost like a hind, 
without loss of character^ and implied degradation of 
mind. But ini Ellesmere the spirit of the clerical life 
had for ages been t>f this homely and primitive kind. 
Even in dress, the Vicar, he was told by Agnes, was 
but little distinguished froin the respectable household- 
ers around, and clad as he was throughout the week in 
grey, she confessed that she had never completely felt 
that he was a clergyman till the first Sabbath, when 
walking to the chapel, he appeared just like Mr Kennedy 
at Holy lee, more dignified and impressive it might be 
from the contrast of his usual homeline3S of dress and 
manner. But, in good truth, each member of the &mily 
at the Vicarage was alike estimable* Although far infe- 
rior both in mental and corporeal gifts to Agnes, yet Mrs 
Colinson was a woman without guile, and of a truly 
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Christian spirit. She had borne many afflictions that had 
never fallen to the lot of Agnes with unrepining resig- 
naliion. No hum&n being ever worshipped her Ma^er 
more in spirit and in truth than did she every Sa1)bath 
in that little chapel. ' Her charities were like the 
night-dews^ felt not seen^ and one good deed was by 
her ^rgotten in anbther^ her whole life being past in a 
quiet successioh of kindnesses towards her fellow-crea- 
tures. Ruth^ her sold surviving daughter^ was also the 
flower of all the flock^ and alloWed to be the sweetest 
and; the prettiest girl in EUesmerie. And Miles^^ who 
had sdready distinguished himself at Cambridge^ both 
in classical literature and science^ reminded the eider 
statesmen in the neighbouring vales of his unde Joshua 
Colinson^ formerly Curate of Wansfell> whose fame as 
a mathematician and divine still survived in those ob- 
scure and remote places^ whither he had retiredin the 
prime of life^ and where he had died in ignoble but use- 
ful retirement in a green old age. But the Foresters were 
far away from the Vicarage now — and had retuk'ned all 
safe and well to Bracken-Braes. 

If tears had blinded Lucy's eyes as they stole a last 
glance of Ellesmere^ it is not to be thought that they 
were dry when once more she beheld the ibpire of Ho- 
lylee Kirk. As they passed the Manse her heart beat 
wildly^ for there was Edward Ellis with a kindly 
smile and a voice of rejoicing salutation. Aunt Isobel 
was on the look-out for th6m below the Plat|e-Tree^ 
and after the iirst weeping embrace was over, and all 
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had time to feel that the roof of Bracken-Braes was in- 
deed over them once more^ Michael gave thanks to 
the Almighty for bringing them all out of their late 
tribulation. Little or no change was visible in the 
rooms — as £etr as their faithful memory served^ every 
thing was in its usual place — untouched^ yet free from 
dust. The old clocks that had rest while Aunt Isobel 
sojourned in the Manse> now ticked with all its power 
— a few books lay on the broad wooden chimney-piece^ 
0nd Lucy remembered the very passage she had been 
reading that day the letter came from Mr Colinson 
about her mother's illness — ^the barking glee of the two 
shepherd dogs was over^ and the creatures sat each at 
its ovm side of the fire glad of the return — and there 
was the speckled-breasted mavis^ in his cheerful prison^ 
aware that it was Lucy's white hand that now ran its 
fingers along the wicker-bars. The seasons at Bracken- 
Braes were not so early as at EUesmere. It was not 
above a week ago since the first swathe of grass had 
fallen before the scythe — " To-morrow/' said Wil- 
liam Laidlawj " the rakers will be all in the Haugh^ 
and I am mista'en if ye ha'e seen or heard o' a hea- 
vier ci:op in ony part of England." — ^^ Stupid crea- 
tures^" quoth Isobel, '^ not^ one o' you can speak a 
word o' English^ ye ha'e a' the Scottish accent sae 
strong that it is just perfectly vulgar. Couldna the 
Vicar^ as you cajl him, or his son, the student, have 
taught you a mair refined discourse ? You'll be a' Epis- 
copals, 1 doubt not — and what'll you think o' the kirk 
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o' Holy lee in comparison ^th that chapel o' Ellesmere 
that Lucy wrote me so long a letter about^ wi' its or-> 
gan^ and hymn^, and printed prayers !" But Aunt 
Isobel now spoke to those who understood all her pe- 
culiar modes of speech^ and knew how rightly to in- 
terpret its meanings. Every Sabbath had she^ sit- 
ting in the kirk of Holylee^ thought of them in the 
Chapel of EUesmere^ and whatever differences there 
might be in their forms of worships apd solemnly at-> 
tached as she was to her own simple form of faith, 
deeply did she feel that wherever a few were gathered 
together in sincerity God would be in the midst of 
them, and mercifuUy, as he thought fitting, grant their 
prayers. 

Aunt Isobel scrutinized Martha the orphan with 
kind but keen eyes, and asked and answered a hundred 
questions. She was much pleased with Martha's plain, 
quiet, and sensible manners, and declared that she 
would have known her to be her father's child had she 
met her at Japan. " Aye — aye — ^my good Martha, 
you have been a hard-working lassie, they tell me, and 
ha'e worked, too, a' your days for them that were not 
o' your ain blood. But you'U lead a different life, my 
bairn, at Bracken-Braes, and we'U a' use, you as kind- 
ly as we do Lucy herself. Oh ! Agnes, don't you see 
the very glint o' poor Abel's eye there — and there, too, 
the self-same dimples that showed themselves in ilka 
cheek whenever he laughed, which, was often and often 
in the shortest day, for a merrier man than Abel Fo- 
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rester never sang at his work beneath Heaven's sun- 



In a very few days Martha was quite at home at 
Bracken-Braes. She felt with gratitude that the kind 
promises that had been made to her before ^e 1^ 
Westmoreland had been more than realized. At 
meals^ at all their fireside work or leisure^ at prayers; 
in bed^ for she slept with Lucy> the once-neglected or 
oppressed orphan now felt herself taken within the af- 
fection of many excellent hearts^ and gradually becom- 
ing familiar with thoughts and feelings of whose exist- 
ence she had formerly known nothing, but that found 
imt ccnrresponding chords in her own- nature. PleasP 
ed with herself^ thankful to her Maker, ever day more 
and more attached to aH the fiamily^ and naturally fond 
of work and averse to all idleness^ Martha was soon 
thought quite a treasure^ — and her character be^m to 
stand high in the Parish. The hay-harvest went on 
apace, and Martha, although at first a little puzzled trith 
the Scotchfashion, soon distinguished herself by heir per- 
severance and activity. Jacob Mayne dedared sbe was 
worth her weight in gold^ ^d heldher up as a pattern 
to his own daughters^ who, it must be omfessed, were 
somewhat indolent, and afraid of the sun tanning thieir 
skin and hurting the delicacy of their complexion; 
Good-humour, contentment, and a willingness to do 
one's best, are prime qualities in the character of 'a 
cottage-girl ; and although Martha w&s no beauty^ yet 
they gave a pli^asing expression to ordinary enough 
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features^ and^ except Lucy herself, no one at the close 
of the week was more admired in the Haugh. 

Few states of life are more delightful than the calm 
and tranquil return into old dear familiar habits^ even 
although they may have been interrupted by a change in 
itself perfectly happy. Michael's feet knew well all the 
ground about Bracken-Braes^ and after the necessary 
confinement of a new kind of scenery at EUesmere^ he 
now felt an enlargement of mind in the greater freedom 
of motion in all his limbs ; again the day was subdivid- 
ed in a way that had long been habitual to him; and 
all the on-goings of his farm told him perpetually 
where the sun stood in Heaven. Once more^ too^ he 
had taken his place as an Elder below the Pulpit — Mr 
Kennedy's voice was even pleasanter to his ear thanbefore 
-*no disparagement to the reading of the good Vicar— 
and thoroughly as he had entered into the spirit of the 
service of the £lhurch of England^ yet to him the sancti- 
fying power of years lay upon his own form of worship. 
'Agnes had never hoped to see Bracken-Braes more^ 
and to her it was dearer — more beautiful than ever — 
while Lucy^ convincing herself^ with many a sigh, that 
•she must never hope to be at Ellesmere again^ except in 
a dream, cherished the remembrance of all its loveli- 
ness, without losing any of her attachment to the sweet 
place of her nativity. Bare, naked, and bleak it. was, 
no doubt, in comparison with that English valley ; but 
in spring and in. summer what place, in its own way, 
could be more beautiful than the Vale of the Heriot- 
Water, all the way down from Ladyside to Holylee ? 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 



There were two causes of distress to Lucy- 
soon after her return from Westmoreland; her two 
dearest friends— -the highest and the lowest — ^Emma 
Cranstoun of the Hirst^ and Mary Morrison of Ewe« 
bank^ were both ill in health and distressed in spirit. 
Mary had only once been over at Bracken-Braes for a 
single hour^ and Lucy had but once visited her in return. 
Bdth times the poor creature's eyes had seemed red with 
weepings and when a smile crossed her face, it was more 
woful than any other expression. She fixed her eyes on 
Lucy's as if she had some secret to reveal and confide 
to her affection; but then wotold turn away in ghastly 
silence^ and even cover her face with her hands^ or for 
a while disappear. Lucy knew that she had a harsh 
fiftther^ but there seem^ now about Mary Morrison a 
deeper distress than could arise from that cause^ which 
had always existed the same— and Mary herself said* 
'' 1 canna speak--^I darena speak— but my heart is 
broken— 'Lucy — and before winter I may be in my 
grave-»and my fioul called to judgment." Lucy breath- 
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ed not a word to her parents or Aunt Isobel of Mary's 
melancholy state of mind j but determined to persuade her 
firiendj whom she loved more tenderly than esver, to tdl 
her what secret misery was preying upon her life. 

On her first visit to the Hirst^ at the earnest request 
of the Lady herself^ Lucy was if possible even more di»- 
tressed by her appearance than by that of Mary Morri- 
son. Emma Cranstoun^ who only a few weeks ago leapt 
so lightsomely from her palfrey at the cottage-doors^ 
was lying on a couch so faint and languid that she did 
not rise up on Lucy's entrance into the room^ but 
stretched out her hand^ which felt hot and feverish as 
Lucy kissed it with tears of affection. ^^ My old malady 
has come back^ my friend^ and I fSear it must be called 
a consumption. Yet I am not in that cheerful frame 
of mind which it is said consumptive persons go with 
to the very grave. No— -my sweet Lucy — ^my heart is 
disquieted within me^ and I fear to die. Much have I 
longed for your return— yet now that I see you^ I am 
too weak both in mind and body to enjoy your pre- 
sence as I always used to do. But sit stUl^ do not go 
away." 

Lucy Forester loved Mary Morrison^ as two inno- 
cent and humble creatures love each other^ in equal con- 
dition of lowliness. But with her love for the Lady 
of the Hirst was blended that admiration— that reve- 
rence with which a guileless child of poor estate will 
naturally regard a high-bom and beautiful bene&ctress. 
From her father's cottage had she come with all humi- 
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lity into the drawing-room of tliat old Hall. Surround- 
ed with all the elegancies— even splendours of rank^ 
little as she was known to value them^ now lay with 
a deep hectic flush on her cheeks^ and with eyes of a 
brilliancy that pained Lucy's heart she knew not why^ 
the Lady whom all the country loved. For Mary Mor- 
rison^ Lucy would have watched night after night — ^for 
her would she fearlessly have walked over mountains 
and moors in the frost and snow of winter midnights. 
But for the Lady of the Hirsts she felt that she was 
ready to die on a moment's warning — ^willing to leave 
father^ and mother^ and all^ so that she might purchase 
life for Enmia Cranstoun. That one so good^ so pure^ 
80 beautiful beyond compare^ so charitable^ and so reli- 
gious^ and so far superior in all her looks^ words^ and 
motions to every body else she had ever seen — ^that 
such a being should die— -was a thought too dreadful 
to be endured— even although Lucy well knew that^ 
were it to be so^ it would be an instant change from 
earth to Heaven. 

*' Lucy— I have more comfort in your presence even 
than in Mr Kennedy's^ excellent Christian as he is^ 
and kind to me as if I were his own daughter. Oh ! 
sweet ! heavenly sweet were the sounds of that psalm 
the first evening I ever was at Bracken-Braes I I 
must get you to sing it to me on my death-bed.** 
Lucy laid her head on the couch and wept — ^but sud- 
denly a dieering comfort camei, she knew not whence^ 
into her heart. " I will sing to you every psalm— 
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eviery hymn I know — but not on your death-bed^ Lady 
—for you will recover and ride about tbe braes as you 
used to do^ blessing the houses of tbe poor !" — ^' Read 
these letters — Lucy — and tell me what you think — ^re- 
member the eye of God is at all times on his creatures^ 
and speak the truth." 

Little did Lucy Forester know of this world — little 
of its awful or its mean mysteries— but these miserable 
letters altogether shocked and baffled her reason. In 
them the weak or wicked writer told Emma Cranstbun 
that she was assuredly dying — ^that her mother and sis- 
ters had all died of con^mption^ which was hereditary 
in the family — that Mr Kennedy knew nothing of the 
spirit of the Gospel promises — and that she ought to 
call in to the aid of her soul some very different Mini- 
ster of Christy before it was too late^ for that after death 
oometh judgment ! Lucy felt an indescribable horror 
of such a cruel and merciless communication^ — and 
weak and ignorant child as she was^ there was a power 
in her unperverted conscience that appealed^ in a few 
simple words^ to the quaking heart of her benefactress* 
'^ Oh ! best of all ladies that ever brought the blessing 
of their presence across the threshold of the poor^ what 
sins and iniquities can you have to repent of — what 
evil thought did your bosom ever conceive — ^what evil 
word did your lips ever utter — ^what evil deed did your 
hands ever perform ? Can my father^ and my mother^ 
and Mr Kennedy^ and all the rest of the people in the 

parish^ be in the wrongs who all bless your name^ and 
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ocmnt them happy days smce you came to live at the 
Hurst ? No doubt we are all frail— «11 fallen — all cor- 
rupt. The Bible tells us that— but the Bible tells us 
that there is a Saviour^ and if you will let me^ I will 
read you some diapters that will set your heart at 
rest." 

Who may be a wiser interpreter of many of the 
doctrines of Christianity than an innocent and guile- 
less maiden^ who has been brought up at the knee of a 
hther, whom religion had reconciled to a sore distress ? 
May such a one not explain the spirit of those passages^ 
whose celestial beauty has brought heaven upon her 
midnight dreams? Meanings perhaps too fine and 
pure for the comprehension of strongest minds^ pol- 
luted or deadened by worldly pursuits^ may become fa- 
miliarly known to such a reader in her simplicity^ and 
flow in eloquence from her lips^ when her heart is 
touched at once with devotion to her Maker^ and love for 
a &llen creature united to her in congenial innocence. 
The eye of such a meek and humble one fetUs^ as if by 
a sacred instinct^ on the promises of redeeming mer- 
cy. If fear and awe mingle with her love> it is buj; to 
chasten it into a solenm holiness. The affection she 
bears to her father on earth is transferred to her Fa- 
ther in Heaven^ but more tender; still more overpower* 
ing^ more full of trust — ^now indeed piety I Then the 
Word of God explains itself — there is light upon every 
page-— and the young Christian^ indeed^ enjoys a reve- 
lation 1 
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Emma Cnmstoun^ in the despondency of disease^ and 
the solitaHness of that old mansion^ had kept those perni- 
cious lettersbelbwher pillow^ and read them so often that 
a belief began to settle in her hearty that their contents 
were fiill of fearful truths^ and that they might perhaps 
havel)een written by a truly religious spirit^inpity of her 
lost state. But the sound of Lucy's . voice^ so earnest in 
her affection and simplicity^ dispelled the horrid dream 
— Hshe allowed hersdf to be persuaded that Mr Kennedy 
knew what Christianity was far better than the writer 
of such letters— and having got the better of worse 
fears^ she began to hope^ that perhaps the fear of death 
might be premature^ and that God would yet spare her 
life for a few years. 

For how could life be otherwise than dear to Emma 
Cranstoun^ youngs good^ beautiful^ and rich^ both in 
natural endowments and the gifts of fortune? She 
had an eye to see the loveliness of earth 3nd heaven^-i 
feelings femcy^ and imagination to enjoy^ and to create 
enjoyment. Whatever happiness a human being might 
derive from this world, and its. allowed affections, 
she might well hope to share, and to shut her eyes for 
ever upon it all was a rueful thought, and hard to be 
borne. But she wished still more earnestly to live, 
that she might do good, and practise the precepts of 
her faith. All these desires blended together in her 
prayers^ and although sometimes she upbraided herself 
with too worldly a love of life, at other seasons she felt 
assured, that her yearning after the good of her fellow-> 
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creatures was sincere^ andsincere too^in as far as thefrail- 
t]r of her nature could allow her conyiction that there 
was no virtue butin obedience to the will of Ood. Sick- 
ness^ such as hers^ sometimes elevates^ and sometimes 
depresses the spirit. But it needs the comfort of hu- 
man loye> and that> in her case^ was found in Lucy 
Forester. '^ I never sleep — ^Lucy — at least seldom 
two hours together^ and the nights are weary long ! 
but if I had you in the roorn^ methinks I should 
have pleasant slumbers."-^'^ Me in the room-^my be- 
loved Lady ! My mother is well now-^— and I have a 
cousinyou know at Bracken-Braes to take my place inthe 
house. I beseech you^ let me lie beside you^ or on the 
floor dose to your bed^ a whisper will awake me^ and in 
a short time> in a week or a month at the lon^est^ you 
will be as well as ever— for^ oh ! Lady^ what mortal 
creaturie can do without sleep^ and not faint both in 
body and in soul?" 

Some slight opposition was made to the arrangement 
by an old lady^ a relation of Emma's^ who had been 
a sort of guardian to her since her father's death-^not 
the most judiciously chosen in the world — ^but it was at 
once overruled ; and a bed being made for Lucy> by 
that of her gracious mistress^ it was fixed^ by a message 
to Bracken-Braes^ that she should remain a month at 
the Hirst^ the friend 6f Emma Cranstoun— 4so said the 
Lady herself-— but Lucy called herself by another name 
—not even companion^ but servant^ and in that name 
she rejoiced with a humble pride. 



^ ' 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 



Thb duties which Lucy now daily and houtly dis- 
charged were to her so truly ddightful> and so entire- 
ly occupied her whole capacity of affection^ that it may 
silmost be said her heart was away from Bracken- 
BraeSj and bound to the Hirst by a spirit of homefelt 
happiness. Her love to her parents was so vital^ that^ 
like the beatings of that hearty it went on unconsciousr 
ly; nor was the innocent creature afraid or ashamedeven 
occasionally to forget them, knowing well that they were 
dearer to her than all the rest of the world. From in- 
fEUicy she had loved, honoured, and obeyed them ; and 
since their return from Westmoreland, she felt that 
their affection for her had if possible increased.. More 
than once they had alluded to her flight to EUesmere, 
and in such a way as told Lucy how proud they were 
of their dutiful daughter. Aunt Isobel had long 
ceased to scold her on account of that wild adventure, 
and had even told her, when they two were alone, that 
she had blessed her on her knees the very hour her 
flight was known from the little paper in the Bible. 
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''Yes^ my bonnie baim^ I thocht o' the fififch ochoi-' 
mandment^ ' Honour thy father and thy mother^ that 
thy days may be long upon the land which the Lord 
thy €rod giveth thee/" With Emma Granstoun, 
therefore^ she could reside without being guilty of any 
neglect of home — and there was nothing to restrain the 
flow of all her tenderest and warmest feelings towards 
her benefactress. 

In that feeble and languid frame> both of body and 
mind> into which the Lady of the Hirst had gradually 
sunk^ the perpetual presence of a creature, so blithe 
and joyful^ yet at the same time so quiet and humble 
as Lucy> worked like a very charm^ and brought back 
to her beautiful countenance some of those smiles that 
had been familiar there for several years of renovated 
health. The spirit of the invalid, when relapsing into 
melancholy or frightful trains of thought, was arrested 
by the motions^ the words, or the eyes of her devoted 
attendant, and brought back to the contemplation of 
this cheerful world. Lucy narrated to her all that she 
knew of the histories of the families in the parish— and 
her knowledge was confined to their good qualities, 
their enjoyments, or their misfortunes; Her little pic- 
tures of life were drawn from what she had seen by 
humble hearths ; but they were drawn with animation 
and delight, since the Lady was desirous to know from 
her what thoughts and feelings were familiar at the 
firesides of the poor. The interest which she took in 
all such representations made Lucy believe more and 



THE FORESTEBS. 2S5 

more that her own lowly, condition was the verjr happiest 
that Providence conld have bestowed on her ; while on 
the other hand £nuna Cranstoun drew from all the 
tales and stories of the simple girl^ a stronger and 
stronger trust in the power of resignation and fiuth to 
support the soul in all extremities. '^ Let me belieye> 
as all these poor cottagers believe— -and my Malcer may 
forgive all my sins^ and reconcile me> if it be his wil]> 
to an early death." 

Lucy had never been at any reading-school^ but had 
been taught toread by her father^ and mother, and Aunt 
Isobel. Ever since the time of her ^atther's blindness, 
she had read to him two or three hours daily on ^ aver- 
age, and during the dead of winter much more than that, 
and as her understanding and feelings expanded, na- 
ture had taught Lucy her own elocution. She always 
remembered for whose sake she was perflnming that 
pleasant task, and filial love and reverence had inspir- 
ed intonations most touching and expressive. The 
books, too, that Lucy had read were such as gave her, 
day after day, insights into that nature to which she 
belonged ; and she had learned to think on it with awe, 
although yet in her innocence abnost ignorant of its evil. 
Little, therefore, as Lucy Forester had seen or suffer- 
ed, in that little quiet world, where joy was steady as 
the daylight, and grief Uke the mere flitting clouds, 
she had thoughts and feelings within her heart that 
rose up to meet whatever was congenial to them, whe- 
ther offered in conversation of the old^ or in the religi- 
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oas books that formed the chief part of her fietther's 
library. Emma Cranstoon could not but listen with 
delighted surprise to many of the young creature's sen- 
timents^ and never did she weary of hearing her silver 
voice reading portions of her &vourite authors^ with an 
accent unrefined no doubt, and with a pronunciation 
that might have offended very fastidious ears, but with 
a pathos, or an intelligence alternating beautifully with 
the various meanings of every passage. While Lucy 
thus cheered the soul of her benefEM^tress, and by sweet> 
solemn, or sacred compositions, brought the dim hush 
of evening imperceptibly on the daylight that was often 
nearly gone before the sun had been observed by them 
to be sinking westwards, she at the same time was en- 
lightening her own mind by these labours of love, and 
gradually coming to know more and more of herself, 
her fellow-creatures, and her Creator. 

Where now were all Emma Cranstoun's elegant and 
graceful accomplishments, the fruit of a consummate 
education successfully pursued ? Vain indeed did she 
now hold them all — more vain perhaps than they real- 
ly were,-^for they were intended to adorn the rejoic- 
ing days of health, not to support the despondency of 
sickness. Her lute — her guitar — and her harp were 
now all silent-— and the pencil refused to obey her 
feeble fingers. Yet Lucy, who had in other days 
often listened in rapture to the witchery of those string, 
ed instruments, echoing through the saloons of that 
old hall, or in some secret covert in the huge-armed 
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woodSj and had gazed on the Lady who touched them as 
on a creature almost too beautiful for this worlds could 
not join in the dispraise or censure of endowments that^ 
when the soul was not sick^ could dispense such pure 
delight. '' In a few weeks, my beloved Lady, your 
hands will again be equal to your music and your draw- 
ing — and harm surely there can be none in such gifts 
as these ! Never hearkened I to your singing to the 
touch of the harp without thinking of hallelujahs in 
Heaven, and sure enough that is the figure of an Angel 
you gave me last summer, drawn by your own hand, 
with a face hidden in adoration of the Great God, by 
the foldings o' the immortal creature's wings." 

Emma Cranstoun possessed much genius, and it was 
apparent in every trifling work of her hands. She 
touched nothing, whether it was an article of dress or 
fiomiture, or the disposition of a flower-stand, or the 
arrangement of a rose-bed, or border of carnations or 
lilies, without producing an effect unattainable by com- 
mon hands. Lucy was not long in catching something 
of this spirit of beautiful invention. Above all things, 
she had ever loved, studied, and understood flowering 
plants and shrubs, such as in our cold northern climate 
flourish only under shelter. This lore her father had 
taught her ; for Michael Forester, a botanist and a flo- 
rist, had come at last to know every plant by the tduch 
of its leaves or its flowers ; and many rare specimens 
had been collected at Bracken- Braes, some of the finest 
of which were now sent over to the Hirst, for the 
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Lady's own domestic Oreen-house between her parlour 
and her bed-room. Such were the occupations in 
which Lucy's hours glided away ; and when occadon- 
ally Tisitors came to the Hirst^ and the Lady was well 
enough to receive them> Lucy^ who knew her own 
place and office^ soon retired modestly from the room^ 
but seldom or never without causing many a question 
to be asked concerning one so beautiful in her humi- 
lity. 

The Lady of the Hirst had now recovered so much 
strength, that, of her own accord, she allowed Lucy to 
return home. ^' I shall be dull without you, Lucy, 
and my parlour will soon miss your hands. What 
will become of our Ghreen-house when you are gone ? 
But you must try to visit me once a-week, if possible, 
for to you it is but a trip across the braes. I would fain 
walk with you to the Beeches, but I must not leave 
the temperature of my sick-roimi. Perhaps I miay be 
feebler— -worse— nearer death, when you come to see 
me again ; but, sweet Lucy, the same love will be in 
my heart — " and, as she kissed Lucy's cheek, although 
her own was dry, the kiss touched a gush of tears 
that were not to be withheld or hidden. ^' Oh ! that 
you would let me be your servant all the winter ; for, 
if you would, it is certain, with the blessing of God, 
that you would be quite well in the spring !" This 
proposal was a pleasant one^ indeed, to Emma Csan- 

stoun ; and it was arranged, that, if Lucy could leave 

1 
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Bracken-Braes duriiig thct winter^ without bbj distress 
Jbo her parents, she was to be an inmate at the. Hirst. 

As the old towers, of the Hirst disappeared in the 
woods, and then the woods themselves in the airy 
distance, Lucy ceased to reflect, for the pres(9nt, on 
the life she had been leading there, and began 
to think of Mary Morrison and Bwebank. From 
those pictured walls and hangh^ curtains, couiohes and 
vaaes,.and all the splendid elegancies which to her eyes 
still wore a charm shed over them by her own young 
imaginatioBy she turned, without the slightest abate*- 
rnent of love and delight, into that low and somewhat 
^oomy hut. There Mary was sitting at her wheel, 
and her father in his chair by the hearth. liucy's 
heart always sunk in his presence, for his aspect wore 
a settled sternness, and his voice wanted that qordial 
tone, without which, even the kindest words are felt 
to want their most essential charm. Mary's &ce was 
even paler and more mournful than ever, and as soon 
:as her eye met Lucy's, it was overspread with a disor- 
. dered flush £ar from betokening happiness. " So— you 
•have been staying for a. month bygone at the Hirst, 
Miss Lucy," said Abraham, rather ungraciously, and 
without rising from his chair — ^' I. wish you may not 
forget your auld friends among sic fine folk. For my 
ain part, I think Mary there better at hame." Lucy 
Mt that she did not deserve such a reproof, and repli- 
ed somewhat eagerly, that she would always be happy 
to visit at any fiiend'ft house where she got a warm 
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welcome. Perhaps she might have said something 
stronger ; but on looking towards Mary^ who was stoop- 
ing down her head^ as if busy with disentangling her 
threads^ she observed the tears fast fallings and in a 
moment changed her voice and her face into her usual 
sweetness. ^^ No— no^ Mr Morrison^ I love your 
daughter Mary better^ if indeed that be possible^ even 
than the Lady of the Hirst. We two are equal in oon«* 
dition^ although I am somewhat younger in years^ and 
if you^ Sir^ would be glad to see me here^ I will come 
over to Ewebank every week." The perfect simplicity 
and sincerity of these words touched Abraham's self- 
tormenting and discontented spirit ; and he told Lucy 
to sit down^ for that she was^ he verily believed^ the 
best girl in the parishes either of Ferns or of Holylee. 
Already by this time were Mary's tears wiped away^ 
And there was something almost like cheerfulness in 
the house. 

Mary Morrison said that she would accompany Lucy 
part of the way to Bracken-Braes; and they walked on 
in silence. But just as Mary turned about to com- 
municate some sorrow^ Edward Ellis was seen bound- 
ing down the hill ; so she hastily wrung Lucy'^i hand^ 
and with a face of deep melancholy returned to Ewe- 
bank. 

It was not possible for Luoy's heart not to throw c^ 
much of its sadness^ whether for her own sake or thaf of 
others^ on this sudden appearance of Edward Ellis. 
Circumstances had prevented her from seeing much of 

11 
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fiim since her return from Ellesmere^ and she had 
never been alone in his company since that midnight 
jonmey among the mountains. The many affecting 
thoughts that had abnost ever since possessed her 
heart had by no means excluded his image ; but they 
had certainly hindered it from occupying her waking 
and her sleeping dreams so fully as it had once done^ 
and had subdued her affection down to what might 
now with some truth perhaps have been called the af- 
fection of a sister. Serene in her sense of duty towards 
her parents and her friends^ Lucy met his approach 
with a countenance sparkling with unconcealed happi- 
ness^ and she expressed in words that came from the very 
heart her delight at this unexpected meeting. '^ I 
never liked^ Mr EUis^ to say all I thought before 
people^ even before my father and my mother them- 
selves ; but now that we are alone^ I pray to Heaven 
to bless you and yours> in your own country or in 
foreign parts^ all your life. Your goodness to me has 
been beyond all gratitude^ and sometimes^ Sir^ remem- 
ber on the Sabbaths^ that there is ane praying for you 
in the Kirk o' Holylee." 

Edward Ellis was little more experienced in this 
life than Lucy Forester herself; and as he ventured to 
kiss those soft blue eyes that as they smiled upon him 
swam with misty tears^ he felt that she was dearer 
to hkn than he 'knew in her simplicity^ and not to 
be parted from for ever without an indefinite de- 
spondency and distress. It seemed to him as if Lucy 
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bad grown nearer to woman's height and form since 
the night he had met her at the Linn^ — ^that her coun- 
tenance had lost something of its more childish pretty- 
ness^ but had gained unspeakably in the expression of 
intelligence and feeling — and that even her voice was 
tuned to a deeper softness that thrilled to his very 
heart. Neither had that month's residence at the Hirst 
been thrown away upon one so quick to perceive and 
leam; an unconscious air of grace> beyond what is 
native to the cottage^ was visible over her demeanour ; 
and in her dress still suitable to the Shepherdess of 
Bracken-Braes> the name by which he had loved to caU 
her^ there was a rustic elegance no doubt finely imi- 
tated^ or rather inspired^ from that of Emma Granstoun. 
Like a bird^ too^ escaped from a happy confinement which 
it had no wish to leave^ but still rejoicing in its new- 
found liberty^ Lucy once more felt elated in the open air 
of the Braes^ and now bounded along the heather^ not 
so lightly indeed as -not to bend down the purple fruit- 
stalks^ for that is done by the leveret and the lapwing, 
but so lightly and so quickly too, that it was not with- 
out some effort that Edward Ellis, who was esteemed 
active even amcmg the hill-side shepherds, kept pace 
with her gladsome career. 

But they stood together by a little spring, known <mly 
to hunters and shepherds, overshadowed by arock^ whose 
base was covered with briar, broom, and bracken^ and 
from whose cleft-summit grew one solitary drooping birch- 
tree. ^'Lucy«-I am about to leave Holylee— I know 

1 
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not if fw ever. No^— nch-miot for eyer^— y et it may be 
years befi»re I return to visit Mr Kennedy and your 
Father. A change has been suddenly made in the plan 
of my .education— -and to-morrow I go away* ; Will you 
accept a few keepsakes ? Never again' shall I meet 
with so sweet a maiden as Lucy Forester^ norrcme whoii 
I love so well." Lucy had scarcely pcFwer to repljr; 
'but^ with a faltering vmce and tremWug iiand she 
accepted them^ and after a few inartieuiate words' of 
aJffisction; pnt them withont looiking what th^y were^ 
•into her bosom. 

Sdward Ellis knew not what was the nature of his 
feelings^ nor what ought now to- be* his canduct^' Hisboy- 
ish passicn — at least delightfiil affection. fw.Lucy^Fiat- 
tee^&r had for nearly a year past been girowing^ .with^his 
growth^ and now that he had even expressed it,' he fek 
as if Lucy were betrothed to him by lies kidd aocept- 
ance of his love-gifts. But what could tiwt wxiid ^^be- 
trothed" mean between him a meraboy,iand the daugh*- 
tev stiU younger of a man in Michael Forester's humble 
sittisftkm of Hfe ? Again he fixed his gazing ey«s upon 
faer^ and her beauty was more and more irresistible. 
''When I return — ^Liicy — after afew yemrs-^'I shallfind 
you married to Isaac Mayne^ die £unous scholar."— >- 
*'Nev«r— aever/^ — ^and Lucy> unrestrained by shaiof 
or pride> now wept bitterly ; for thon|^s over which 
she bad no power came in a tumult into her. hearty md 
almost stopped its beatings^ quick and strong as they had 
for some moments been in that sudden ooUbqiiy « - There 
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had been a dream enveloping her, which yet she had not 
known to be a dream^ till now she saw it dissolving with 
all its enchantments. Now had she the first agonizing 
insight into her own hearty and into many feelings that 
lay conched there^ strong as life itself^ feelings that had 
been rising there in rapid growth every hour since 
that travel^ side by side with Edward Ellis beneath 
the moon and stars. A sudden gladness was breath- 
ed over her soul — an intimation given that grief is 
a guest in every human breast — ^a voice whispering 
that she must forbid that glee in which she had revelled 
from the first morning-light — ^that she must tame the 
fairy flight of those footsteps over the daisied green — 
that the laughter indulged to childhood must be now 
restrained — and that tears^ or a calmness more sorrowful 
than tears^ must often now subdue the smiles that had 
hidden her eyes as it were in their own IriTidliTig light. 
Something was to be removed soon^ sudden, and for 
ever, that unknown to herself had been the chief bliss 
of life. Her brother, Edward, was no more to visit 
Bracken-Braes ! yet even in that fit of grief, her heart 
acknowledged him to be her brother, for what affection 
could be more sisterly, pure, and irreproachable ? What 
although a few sobs were heard ! Yet was that affection 
not to cease — not to be utterly extirpated — but by 
absence and separation kept down within the heart, 
till reason and religion should overmaster it, before af- 
fection became love, and love trouble, and then the whole 
of life by night and by day, in the lonesome glen, or the 

11 
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crowded House of God^ infested by one dream never 
to be broken^ stronger even than piety or superstition^ 
and colouring all the humblest incidents of life with 
one hue^ till the soul^ formerly free in its wandering 
innocence^ should be enslaved at last beneath the bond- 
age of one unrelenting passion. 

A shepherd came up unperceived to the Hawk- 
stane Springs and relieved by this interruption^ Ed- 
ward and Lucy accompanied him down to the Heriot- 
Water. The presence of an indifferent person soon calms 
even the strongest emotion^ and before they reached 
Bracken-Braes^ the brother and sister^ or if it must be 
so^ the youthful lovers were^ if not cheerful^ almost 
again happy. 

Mr Kennedy had been there only an hour before^ and 
had acquainted them with Mr Ellis's intended departure 
next morning. Every one was^ if possible^ kinder and 
more tenderly respectful to the noble youth than they 
had ever intentionally been before^ and when^ at last^ 
he reluctantly rose to go not without a choked voice 
and tears in his eyes, Michael Forester stood up and 
blessed him with a fervent voice. As for the rest^ 
they were unable to speak^ and when they found that 
Edward Ellis was indeed gone, they wondered how 
they could have suffered him to depart without ex- 
pressions of greater affection. 

Agnes said to Lucy that she seemed fatigued with 
her walk^ and desired her to retire to rest. She was fain 
to escape to her little lonely room^ and weep there un- 
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obsonredL Tbe Lady of the Hint, as aome.tlioi^ht, 
in a dying state-— Mary Morrison unliappy^-aiid Ed« 
ward Ellis gone away for ever! But her prayess 
calmed her heart, and in little more than an hour, when 
Aunt Isdbel slipped into her room to give her the usual 
farewell kiss for tlie night, Lucy Forester was asleep, 
and her &ce as tranquil as that of a child in its 
cradle* 
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CHAPTER XXX. 



The morning on which Lucy was to leave hoxne^ for 
a whole winter^ rose bright and beautiful^ and all the 
funily assembled cheerfully under the Plane-Tree to 
bid her a happy £etrewell. Her parents were the 
proudest people in the whole worlds but theirs was a 
pride indulged in profoundest gratitude to the Giver 
of all Mercies. Their child was beloved over all the 
parish j and in every house she had friends^ but she was 
now going to. become the chosen companion of her 
whose very smiles were a blessing, and they felt 
that^ in case of their own death, Lucy would have 
an asylum at the Hirst, where the orphan could well 
repay her benefactress for the protection of her inno- 
cence. Therefore, so far from its looking like a parting 
scene, every face kindled with pleasure as at a return. 
Michael stood with his calm countenance in the morn- 
ing light, turned affectionately towards his child, as 
happy as any man in existence. Agnes had herself 
assisted Lucy in dressing, and regarded her with a mo- 
ther's admiring eyes, as her beauty shone vrith a more 
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joyful lustre^ in the consciousness of her neatly ordered 
array^ and the anticipation of Emma Cranstoun's em- 
brace. Aunt Isobel said^ that she now loved Martha 
so well, that she would never miss Lucy, but reminded 
her, at the same time, with a hand fondly laid on her 
bosom, that once a- week had sl^e promised to see them 
all at Bracken-Braes, and never to miss a single Sab- 
bath at the kirk of Holylee. Martha was sincerely 
happy at her kind cousin's good fortune, and expressed 
her happiness in her usual homely language. So away 
danced Lucy across the hills — ^her last kiss, auid her last 
whisper, perhaps a tear, having been given as his due 
to her blind father. 

" Where now is Edward Ellis ?" thought Lucy with 
a sigh, as she glided up and down the solitary places, 
the rocks and braes, the mpsses and the coppice- woods, 
through which he had accompanied her but a few weeks 
ago. With something like pain and reluctance she turned 
aside to the little shaded spring, on whose mossy brink 
they had sat and conversed so alFectionately, like bro- 
ther and sister. That pleasant dream was vanished — 
the same blue unclouded sky was reflected in the water, 
but a dead silence lay around — and that delightful 
voice and those beaming eyes were gone, and for ever. 
Lucy took from her bosom soine of the small memorials 
of his affection, which, for reasons she scarcely knew, 
she had always concealed from every eye, and unconscious- 
ly put them to her lips. " God bless him all his days/' 
was the prayer she breathed as she returned the trifles 
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to the fair warmth of her breast^ which in a few mi- 
nates beat with all its wonted tranquillity. 

It was a clear October day^ the sky perfectly settled, 
the air pure as pure might be, and a slight frost, beau- 
tiful as dew, lying yet unmelted over the discoloured 
heather. Lucy looked back to the happy parting below 
the Plane-Tree, and forwards to the Hirst, and all sad 
thoughts either faded away, or were tinged with the joy- 
fulness of a hopeful spirit. '^ Why sit singing there, sweet 
robin-redbreast, on a briary stone-pillar in the moors ? 
The summer days are all over and gone, and in another 
month may be coming the snow. Away, sweet robin- 
redbreast — away to Bracken-Braes, and trill that bit 
short merry sang o' thine frae the roof o' the bam, till 
not a leaf is left on our Plane-Tree, and then keep hop- 
ping about the door, and in and out of the window, as 
you have done for seven winters." 

Lucy was now nearly half way to the Hirst, for she 
was standing on a small eminence, called the Growan- 
Green, where Mary Morrison and she had often sat 
together for hours in their plaids, both in gloom and in 
sunshine. Here they had often waited for each other, 
on those days when it was known that Lucy was going 
to the Hirst, and when not lucky enough to meet, each 
betokened her disappointment by a bunch of heather 
or wild-flowers laid on the middle of that platform- 
It was not easy to imagine a place more solitary. No 
streamlets here murmured along the bases of the hills 
that came close tc^ether without any intervening 
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vallies^ however narrow. But jast below the emi- 
nence lay a little lake> or tam^ not much larger than 
a pond> self-fisd, and black with its moorland water. 
The long heather quite surrounded it, except on the 
side of the Gk>wan-Green which sloped away down to 
the margin, with its short smooth pasture. A number 
of large loose stones, for they could hardly be called 
rocks, lay here and there upon the water edge, and 
a few birch trees were sprinkled among the stunted 
hazles. There were no features belonging to the scene 
that could be called beautiful ; yet, on a fine day, the 
lonesome place was pleasant in its silence, and in spring 
or early summer, there was constantly here the sweet 
fragrance of whins, broom, and briar, with which was 
intermingled that of many unnoticed wild-flowers, as 
well as that of the lady-fern, and of the birches some of 
which eaten down by the sheep were not much taller 
than that graceful plant. Lucy and Mary had once 
passed a whole summer Sabbath here, without any in- 
terruption, from morning to night. It so happened 
that there had been no Divine Service either at Holylee 
or the Ferns, and here the two iiappy creatures had 
agreed to pass the whole day, reading their Bibles, 
singing hymns in the wilderness, and talking overall the 
concerns of their young and innocent life. 

Ewebank, the house of Mary Morrison, was not very 
far ofl^; and Lucy knowing how early in the morning it 
yet was, resolved to surprise her by a visit before per- 
haps her hearth was kindled. Looking down upon the 
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tarn, beiwld upon the stony edge of the water she saw a 
female figure with her face covered with herhands^ and a 
man standing beside her apparently in great agitation. 
The figure lifted up its fao$ for a moment^ and she knew 
that it was Mary Morrison. The man paced to and fro, a 
short distance, and ever and anon stood dosebeside Mary, 
with violent gesticulations, and attitudes bespeakingrage 
and hatred. At length he seized Mary by the hair, who 
fell down on her knees, and clasped her hands together 
in supplication. In his right hand there seemed to be 
a large stone picked up from the edge of the tarn ; and 
all at once Lucy knew that he was about to be a mur- 
derer. The dead silence of the lonesome place-— and 
the furious looks of the ruffian quailed Lucy's heart 
within her, and her first impulse was to fly back to- 
wards Bracken-Braes, or sink down where she stood in 
concealment among the heather. But her love for meek 
Mary Morrison-— the first and best firiend of her youth 
prevailed, and uttering a wild cry, she flew down the 
hill-side towards the tarn, and in a few moments 
was at her side. Mary fixed her eyes upon her 
friend with a wild look, and then upon him whose 
hand had suddenly let go its grasp of the wretched 
creature's hair, and said quakingly, — '' Oh! Mark 
Thomhill — Mark Thomhill — ^have pity upon us — ^mur- 
der us not— for we are baith young— and as for me, 
sair need hae I o' repentance." The stone fell from his 
right hand — ^the paleness of fear seemed to pass over 
the deadly scowl of wrath, and his knees knocked 
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against each other in the sudden remorse of an unact- 
ed crime* But still an evil demon kept whispering in 
his ear, that Mary and Lucy were yet in the power of 
the criminal. Mary Morrison, who had felt that her 
last hour was come, had not strength to rise up firom 
her knees, but sunk down altogether, and lay insensi- 
ble among the hard flints of the beach. For a short 
time not a word was uttered, but all was silent in the 
fear of death that still overshadowed that solitary 
place- 
Lucy knew nothing of the dreadful mystery in which 
she had all at once been involved. But her courage 
did not desert her, and, she beseeched Mark Thomhill, 
for she caught his name in Mary's indistinct sup- 
plications, to look upon them both without anger, 
and that God would forgive and reward him for his 
pity. That hand which had been clenched to do a 
deed of death could not now have hurt a hair of Mary 
Morrison's head. It was quelled by the sudden beau- 
ty of that fearless innocence coming upon him, as if 
from heaven to save him from perdition. He had re- 
ceived a reprieve from crime. Mary ventured to lift 
up her face from the sand, and saw that he was not re- 
lentless. '^ Swear — swear that you are not my wife— 
and that you will never claim me as your husband." — 
''I swear it," saidMary,and again bowed downher head. 
Her betrayer moved slowly and sullenly away — and 
disappearing over the Gowan-Oreen, left Mary and 
Lucy alone on the brink of the Ouzel-Loch. 
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Guilt and its miseries bad hitherto been to Lucy 
Forester like the words of a strange tongue. And now 
nothing distinct — nothing that could be borne to be 
thought of had entered her mind. But there lay meek 
Mary Morrison ashamed to look her in the face — and 
uttering no words but these^ '^ This will break my &- 
ther's heart — this will break my father's heart. Oh ! 
Lucy — gang away to the Hirst — and leave me here to 
die — ^for when you ken what I am now, your eyes will 
smile on me never-mair — and yet I surely think they 
wjll weep for me when I am dead and buried in sin and 
shame, and sorrow !" Lucy was weeping for her al- 
ready — nor had these dismal words any power to deaden 
her affection. She assisted Mary to rise from that 
cruel bed, and in a little while, was sitting with an 
arm round her neck, where they had so often sat and 
sang in their joy, on a knoll in the centre of the Gow- 
an-Green. 

There was for a long time sobbing and sighing, and 
then dead silence. Lucy was the first to speak. 
'' Mary — Mary — ^will you hear me ? Well then here 
before our Father which is in Heaven, and Him who 
died for us, do I upon my knees say unto you, that I 
will never forsake you — that X will not only pity you, 
and pray for you night and day, but I will love you 
better^ &r better than ever — ^let others do as they may 
-—I at least will be the same to you as ever — ^yes, Ma- 
ry, I will love you beyond all living creatures but my 
father and mother. If I do not, may the gates of yon- 
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der blue skies nieyer be opened to me by the hands of 
God's holy angels !" 

Mary Morrison was yet too young to be siek of lift; 
Solitary^ and but for Lacy> friendless as that life had 
been^ still it had too much sunshine to be exchanged 
without dismay for the darkness of the grave. Even 
shame^ she began to thinks might be bome> if Lucy 
would but continue to look on her with unarerted 
and unchanged eyes in her disgrace. '^ Perhaps even 
my father may be brought to forgive me V But that 
was a transient thought-^fbr although she loved 
her father^ she feared that forgiveness was not in his 
nature for such a crime. Suddenly her heart burn- 
ed within her^ and kneeling down beside Lucy^ who 
was still on her knees^ she exclaimed^ *^ God will 
bless you^ Lucy^ for this — ^but hear me now^ and 
believe me when I say that I am not so guilty as pieo- 
ple will think. I will keep my oath — Lucy — for you 
heard me swear — but to you who saw so much^ I 
may speak without being foresworn — guilty as I am, 
yet in the sight of Heaven am I his wife^ and Mark 
Thomhill is my husband ! Yes ! Lucy«— we were mar- 
ried before two witnesses — and Mark gave me a pa» 
per^ saying I was his wife — but^ waes me ! he does 
not care for me now^ he has sent the witnesses out of 
the way, and as for the writing, he twe it out of my 
bosom this dreadful moriiing, and it is destroyed for 
ever. Naebody will ever believe now that we- were 
married — and, oh ! how can I face my father ?" 
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In a few hours — for hours indeed past by and the 
sun was high in heaven — Mary Morrison had told Lu- 
cy her history over and over again many many times^ 
and she began to feel even some relief from her con- 
science in her friend's unabated affection. She even 
ventured to think it possible that Lucy's father and mo- 
ther would not alt(^ether forsake her in her shame^ for 
shame there was indeed to be, worse than another evils 
except— death. But then she thought of her own fa- 
ther, and her heart died within her, for she knew too 
wdl, that, as soon as she confessed to him, never again 
would she be allowed to darken the door of Ewebank. 

At last' they parted — Mary to her father's, and Lucy 
for one night, and one night only, to the Hirst^-^for she* 
was determined to tell every thing she durst to her fa- 
ther, and beseech him to go over in the morning to 
£webank. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 



LucT lefit the Hirst before morning had entirely 
dimmed the stars^ and had to tap for admission into the 
honse at the window of her ^Either's room^ for sleep yet 
held all the family at Bracken-Braes. The story she 
had to tell about Mary Morrison greatly disturbed her 
parents and Aunt Isobel^ and^ for a while^ Lucy feared 
that her unhappy friend was to be deserted in her 
misery. Michael^ Agnes^ and Isobel were all too sen- 
sible of their own failings and frailties^ and too reli- 
giously impressed with an habituid sense of the utter 
weakness of human nature^ to judge and condemn stern- 
ly the errors or sins of their fellow Christians. But 
this was a case that it was necessary to understand 
perfectly before they could decide what was their du- 
ty. They were bound by love, nature, and religion, 
to protect their daughter from all stain of pollution, 
and to sever her inexorably from her tenderest friend- 
ships, rather than suffer her to incur any dajiger, how- 
ever slight, of being contaminated by evil example. 
They all loved Mary Morrison, and could not easily 
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believe in her guilt— but they knew how many shades 
of sin darken the actions of us mortal creatures^ and 
perhaps that poor girl^ although more the object of pity 
than blame> had nevertheless grievously erred. From 
Lucy's story> they saw enough to determine them all to 
give Mary their compassion^ their condolence^ and 
their support in the agony of her affliction^ in so far as 
that could be done^ without violating the awful sancti- 
ty of the moral law> and thereby tainting perhaps the 
very atmosphere in which their own Lucy breathed. 
They all remembered Mary's meekness and modesty — 
her unrepining gentleness under the severities of a cruel 
parent— her grateful disposition, indeed almost too 
grateful, to them at Bracken-Braes, for even the com- 
monest courtesies and kindnesses — and that deep sense 
of religion, which more constantly than with any one 
they knew, influenced her whole conduct and demean- 
our, and made her, without excepting even their own 
Lucy, the most perfect model of a Christian daugh- 
ter. 

Lucy was altogether overcome by the thought that 
her father and mother might be about to leave Mary 
Morrison to her fate. True to her promise to that 
unfortunate creature, she had not disclosed aU she 
knew, and thus hw pleadings for her beloved friend 
had been in their most passionate earnestness, perplex- 
ing and imperfect. At last she hinted that there was 
a secret that must not be revealed, and by degrees her 
father came to understand something of its nature, and 
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of the obligation Lacy had come under to observe si- 
lence. The dear and high understanding of Michael 
Forester was not to be deceived by the sophistry which 
fbar and shame had whispered to the hearts of his 
daughter and her friend. The truth must be told> the 
whole truths and nothing but the truths else God^ the 
Seardier and Judge of all hearts^ would not be well 
pleased. Promises and oaths^ by whomsoever extorted, 
under such circumstances^ must be given to the winds, 
and a full confession made before God and man of the 
sin^ and of the aggravating or palliating circumstances 
with which it might have been attended. There was 
no spedc, no dimness on the eye of Michael Forester's 
mind, and he saw that here there was selfish, and licen- 
tious, and cruel guilt trampling upon abused and terri- 
fied innocence. *' This," said the Blind Man, " with the 
blessing of God, must not be, and I feel myself called 
upon to be the mimster of His Eternal Justice." 

What tears poured down the pale £eu» of Agnes, 
and what fear quaked within her heart, when Lucy 
narrated all that had happened at the Ouzel-Loch ! 
** Msmifestly the arm of mercy was over our child, 
Michael, else had that bonnie head of hers been laid 
cruelly in the dust." Lucy was too anxious about 
Mary Morrison to hear eyen the just ocmimendation of 
herself, although ooming from the lips of those whom 
it was the sole object of her life to make happy, and 
she only exclaimed, '* You will not forsake Mary now, 
father, should she be driven from Ewebank ? Oh ! will 
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jou — say that you will receive Iver into our ain house 
for, unless we- do so^ her heart will breaks and before 
the end of the week Mary Morrison will be in her 
grave." — ^' Yes — ^my Lucy — ^if she needs it, the door 
of Bracken-Braes shall be open to her, nor do I fear 
although her head should even lie on the same pillow 
with that of my own child." 

Michael and Lucy were not long in setting out for 
Ewebank. Few words were spoken as they crossed 
the solitary hills and vallies, for Michael was settling 
in his own mind all that ought to be said to the father 
of Mary Morrison. On reaching Ewebank, Lucy saw 
him walking about distractedly, with his grey head 
uncovered, in a small garden close to the hut. A frown 
was settled on his forehead and all about his eyes as 
firmly as if it had been their constant expression — his 
cheeks seemed rigid, and his white lips quivered as in 
convulsions. In a low voice Lucy described to her &- 
ther his agitated state. ^' This is, indeed, a distress- 
ing affliction — ^Abraham — ^and I feel for you — for I, too, 
have but an only child. I have ventured over to pray 
with you — ^to comfort you in any way one Christian 
may comfort another — and especially, my worthy friend, 
to inform you of something that goes fsir to prove your 
daughter's innocence."—'' May the curse of God cleave 
to her — the wages of sin are death !" and he again paced 
to and fro with clenched hands, and eyes uplifted to 
heaven in savage supplication. '' May I ask where 
she is, Abraham ? — ^but I beseech yoi^ by Him who died 
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for us on the Tree^ not to curse the daughter of Alice 
Ghrayl" That name rooted the angry sufferer to the 
ground; but^ again^ he tore himself away, and cried 
aloud^— '^ Yes — ^I curse her^ and may she be cursed^ 
for she has covered these white hairs with shame^" and 
he flung down a handful of his long silvery locks^ and 
trampled upon them with his feet. Lucy was terrified 
at the sights and retiring to a little distance^ sat down 
upon a bank. " Where is your daughter — ^Abraham ? 
— for I feel as if God sent me here to reconcile you unto 
her."—'' Call her not my daughter; for daughter she i^ 
none of mine— neither know I where the prostitute 
has hidden herself from my wrath — ^in the moor^ or 
the mosses^ or the Ouzel-Loch. Never again may 
these eyes behold her in life>" and at these words he 
burst out into hideous laughter^, all drenched in a 
flood of tears^ a&d fell dowTi with great violence to the 
earth. 

Michael heard the fall^ and Lucy was coming to his 
assistance^ when^ issuing silently as a ghost from the 
Birch- Wood^ the edge of which came almost dose upon 
the garden^ Mary Morrison was already on her knees^ 
vidth her father's head supported on her bosom. '' This 
is my doing — Mr Forester — all my wicked doing — ^you 
had far better leave me to my deaths after you have re- 
covered my father. Oh 1 that he could be taken over to 
Bracken- Braes^ and comforted back again into his rea- 
son. As for me it is but just that I should die. But see 
— see— -Lucyj his eyes are opening— ^and now he shuts 
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them upon me^ for I am hateful in my sin^ and most 
loathsome to my Cither's soul. I must hide myself 
again in the thicket among the briars— -if I touch him 
perhaps he will kill me — Oh ! IVTr Forester, invite him 
over to Bracken-Braes, and tell him that I have fled 
out of the parish to pollute his eyes never mair on this 
side o* the grave." Mary Morrison then started up 
and disappeared. 

That paroxysm had in some measure allayed the pas- 
sion in Abraham Morrison's spirit, by the weakness 
which, it induced over his entire frame. He almost 
seemed as if a palsy had stricken him, but by and by 
he revived, and in a sort of stupor walked into the 
house, followed by Michael and Lucy. Unconscious of 
his actions he sat down as usual iii his chair by the 
hearthside, on which no fire was burning, and his hand 
falling violently upon that Book which speaks only of 
mercy and forgiveness, he again uttered an indistinct 
curse upon his child. It appeared that he had been 
reading the Bible, but some evil spirit had turned over 
the leaves, and the balm of consolation was to him poi- 
son, bitter and mortal. Lucy stood trembling behind 
her father, and then said in a whisper, ^^ I will go to 
Mary in the wood." 

Perhaps Abraham Morrison knew not that any onq 
was in the room, for now his words seemed to be utter- 
ed as if to himself in solitude. ^^ If ever I forgive her 
—-may I be unforgiven ! If she dies in child-birth, and 
I shed a tear, may it sink like a spark of hell into my 
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heart !" Then gazing on Michael Forester^ he start- 
ed np and cried with a loud voice^ ^' What brought 
you hither, Mr Forester? Go home and watch your own 
child — ^for young as she is, and with a smile upon her 
&ce, how know you that she may not be a sinner, and 
up to the lips in pollution ?" — " Abraham Morrison," 
■aid the Blind Man, standing like a prophet, with his 
outstretched arm, and tall figure straight and still in its 
majesty of command — ^' Abraham Morrison — ^remem- 
ber that you are a father, and that none other but the 
hand of the Almighty can break that bond that ties you 
all the days of your life to your child. Be she even guilty 
-—the voice of the Oreat God commands you to forgive 
her, for in his sight you are far guiltier than she — ^yes 
—Abraham Morrison, your sins have been many, and 
they have been done under the shadow of grey hairs — 
hers have been few, and this — I know it well — this is 
the poor creature's birthday, and she is but seventeen 
years ! But hearken unto me — ^Abraham — ^I command 
you to hearken unto me^ — your daughter's heart is un- 
polluted, and if her father deserts her, then this very 
night shall she sleep in my own Lucy's arms. Grant, 
O God ! thy blessing on this afflicted house." And 
Michael Forester stood a little while with his head 
gently bowed^ and his hands uplifted in the attitude of 
prayer. 

It is in the power of a strong and stubborn heart not 
only to harden itself against all natural affection, but 
to triumph in what it strives within itself to consider 
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in the light of a sacrifice. So was it now with Abra- 
ham Morrison. He knew well — ^it was not possible to 
keep that knowledge from his conscience-i-that he had 
w denied his daughter all the harmless amusements and 

pastimes of youth — ^that he had closed his heart against 
her in all his domestic hours, . finding at last a sullen 
satisfiftction in tyrannizing over the gentle, and obedi- 
ent, and unrepining creature whom he could not but 
love — that he had often left her quite alone in that so^ 
litary hut for long days together, and uncared for and 
unguarded among the hiUs — and now that evil had be- 
fallen her innocence, instead of looking into his own 
un&therly conduct, he steeled himself against her in 
his very remorse, and took refiige in the excommunica- 
tion of his own flesh and blood from the privileges of 
nature. It was all in vain for Michael Forester to ex- 
culpate her, or palliate her transgression. She herself 
had the night before told her own pitiable story, but 
under the terror of that oath had said not a word 
against her betrayer and her murderer. The stem old 
man adhered cruelly to her own confession, and all 
Michael's wwds rebounded back as if from a rock. 
He too who thus unmercifully judged his daughter'^ 
transgression, thought &i moreof himself and the shame 
that had fidlen upon him, than of her guilt in the eyes 
of her Maker, or even of the Eternal's goodness to his 
fidlen creatures. The eyes and the tongues of men were 
to him not endurable in their sccnrn and oondenmation ; 
and his pride wished that rather than this disgrace, his 
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daughter had been drowned^ or had perished in fire. 
He had borne ill his many worldly misfortunes^ and al- 
though his integrity had been unimpeached^ he repined 
in his poverty. His crops had been oftener withered J 

or blasted^ he thought^ than those of his neighbours — 
diseases came among his cattle more frequently than 
among theirs — ^and nothing prospered about Ewebank 
ever since he had been its tenant. There had always 
been an evil eye upon the place^ and now the whole 
phials of wrath had been poured out^ and he was ready 
to curse Ood and die. *' Qo home — ^Mr Forester — ^go 
home with your daughter — and leave me in my misery. 
As for her^ if she cross my threshold again^ may she 
drop down dead upon the floor." 

Lucy came into the room^ and taking her father's 
hand to lead him out^ they left the hut unnoticed by 
the wretched man who sat with his eyes sullenly fixed 
upon the dead ashes on the hearth. They entered the 
Birch- Wood by a small glade^ and there Mary Morrison 
was lying upon the ground. " Oh' t father," said Lucy, 
" we must take Mary with us, for she has been all 
night long in this very place, afraid even of her life, so 
fiercely did her father rage against her— an4 if left here 
she will surely die." Michael took her into his arms 
and kissed her cheek, but he could not see what Lucy 
w ept to behold, the mark of violence upon her face, no 
doubt from her father's hand, although Mary had said 
not a word of that cruelty, and beseeched them both to 
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forgive him^ for that her misconduct had driven him to 
distraction. 

They once more passed near the door of the hut^ 
but nothing stirred within ; and Mary^ who was almost 
helpless from her sufferings, permitted herself to be 
taken away from Ewebank^ and without speaking a 
single word all the way, found herself at Bracken- 
Braes. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 



Lucy's visit to the Hirst was necessarily delayed, at 
least for a few days, till the mental agonies of Mary 
Morrison might be assuaged by the tenderest sympa- 
thies of those who seemed indeed now to be her only 
friends on earth. Not a word of forgiveness came firom 
her own unrelenting father, and she was indeed an or- 
phan. Few friends had she ever had to cheer her so- 
litary* life, and those few deserted her in her disgrace. 
Abraham Morrison. was but a poor man, and therefore 
people, whom his disagreeable character had repelled 
from Ewebank, had no selfish inducement now to offer 
any comfort in his affliction. He became an object 
of blame rather than of pity, although both feelings 
might well have been entertained towards him, and his 
daughter's fall was at every fireside laid to the charge of 
his austerity or indifference. This Abraham knew, and 
while his heart acknowledged that the charge was true, 
yet he sullenly regarded those by whom it was made, and 
his conscience hardened itself in pride against those 
haunting visitations that come upon the lonely hours of 
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every man that forgets or violates any of the great na- 
tural duties. He continued obdurate in his unrelent- 
ing misery within the gloom of his hut^ and not one of 
the few neighbours who had gone to see him repeated 
the visits for they saw that their interference only serv- 
ed to embitter the poison on which he fed. He took 
an old pauper into his house, stricken with many of the 
infirmities of age, but who, silent in her deafness and 
indifference to life, could yet bring water from the well, 
dig up v^etables £rom the garden, prepare his meals 
which now he scarcely asked Grod to bless, and make 
that bed on which he had lain with open eyes ever 
since his daughter had sunk into sin and shame-— 
for from these words he would not depart, and dwelt 
upon them till his whole mind was exdusively filled 
with hideous and dreadful images. 

^Meanwhile various judgments were passed on the un- 
fortunate girl and her friends at Bracken-Braes. It 
would sometimes seem as if the human heart, even ii| 
a state of comparative innocence and simplicity, found 
a pleasure in the worst distresses that can befal our 
common nature, and eyes that ought to overflow with, 
compassion are often averted from suffering with a 
coldness that is indeed absolute cruelty. The young 
feared to pity Mary Morrison lest their own purity 
might be suspected, and the old lost in their anxiety 
for the virtue of their own children, the common feel-' 
ings of humanity for her who had deviated from its 
paths. The censure was generally loud, the pity in a 
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whisper ; and when^ in a week or two^ gentler judg« 
ments and feelings arose, people were beginning to lose 
an interest in what did not immediately concern them-* 
selves, and Mary Morrison's name, if not forgotten, was 
unpronounced as if by general agreement. Neither 
was the conduct of Michael Forester and his wife al« 
lowed to pass without many comments — some of them 
by no means favourable ; but his commanding charac- 
ter silenced open blame, find Michael was not a man to 
heed the opinions of the timid or uninformed, in a case 
where his duty shone clearly before him, and where na- 
ture and religion alike bade him shelter the orphan head. 
He did by no means despise the opinions of his fellow- 
creatures, but his conscience was his monitor, and a mo- 
nitor enlightened by the Bible. Therefore no mis- 
givings assailed the constancy of his protecting affec- 
tion towards poor Mary Morrison — and he determined 
to see her vindicated before the eyes of men, as he be- 
lieved her to be nearly so in the eyes of God. 

The intensity of Lucy's love.for Mary Morrison ren- 
dered her wholly indifferent to suiy painful rumours, ac- 
cidentally overheard, and she also reposed a perfect re- 
liance on the judgment of her parents and Aunt Iso- 
bel, which would always have reconciled her conscience 
to any thing they approved. But when she was given to 
understand that the Lady of the Hirst no longer de- 
sired her attendance, then indeed a pang pierced her 
heart, and she wept sorely over the loss of such friend- 
ship. Emma Cranstoun was the very soul of candour. 
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inteUigence, and pity^ but to one in her situation^ the 
knowledge of what is transacting in the houses of the 
poor must often come in baneful whispers^ and in cases 
of error or misfortune can^ scarcely fail of being per- 
plexing and imperfect. Lucy herself she had not seen^ 
and with one so very young it would not have been 
possible to converse on such a subject. Emma Cran« 
stoun therefore heard the truth with every accompani- 
ment of fEdsehood^ even from those who did not mean 
either to deceive or traduce ; the unhappy girl's stay at 
Bracken-Braes she felt to place an insuperable impedi- 
ment in the way of her frieiidship with Lucy Forest- 
er — and while she still continued to think with affec- 
tion and gratitude of all her services^ and with almost 
unimpaired admiration of her character^ nevertheless a 
necessity was imposed upon her to release Lucy from her 
engagement at the Hirst. Such another attendant on 
her sick-bed she well knew was nowhere to be found ; 
but she could not in this matter run counter not only 
to the determined resolution of Mrs Ramsay^ but to 
the implied advice and open remonstrances of all her 
other friends. 

The loss of the Lady's love was to Lucy like the 
darkening of the daylight. For several years she had 
felt her own nature elevated by constant communion 
with such a perfect being as^ in her enthusiasm^ she 
not »very erroneously considered Emma Cranstoun; 
and to be not only severed from that communion^ but 
thought no longer worthy of it> sunk Lucy in her 
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own esteem; and deprived of that stay^ slie seemed 
to sink away back into an inferior condition^ such as 
had contented her childhood before that beautiful and 
beneficent creature had ever been seen at Bracken- 
Braes. But for whose sake had she sustained this 
great loss ? For meek Mary Morrison^ with whom she 
had never had one unkind word — with whom she had sat 
in the same plaid a hundred times before she ever knew 
that the Lady of the Hirst was in existence — ^whom she 
had called h^r sister^ and indeed loved as if they had 
lain in one cradle-^-and towards whom at all^imes pro* 
foundest pity had mingled an inexpressible charm with 
the joyfulness of affection. Lucy now turned back her 
heart to the past^ and remembered many many words 
and looks during several years which she had but little 
attended to^ but which now affected her with the 
knowledge of unhappiness borne uncomplainingly by 
the poor girl whose mother was dead, and whose fa. 
ther was little disposed to supply her loss. She won- 
dered how she could ever have been so blind as not to 
see Mary's wretchedness at home, and thought now 
how much better it would have been to have wept' 
along with her than to have talked merrily and laugh- 
ed too in the sunshine of bygone summer days. But 
now amends will be made for all such oversight — 
and sooner will the bird forget its nest, than Lucy to 
supply hourly comfort to her sister. Mary Morrison 
had never spoken much even in her happier days— -for 
gentle smiles and affectionate eyes filled up the pauses 
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of their strtless talk ; but now not a smile was seen— 
those eyes^ as it was fitting they should do^ rested on 
the ground^ and shunned the sunshine — and her pale 
lips were nmte, except when a sigh would have its ut- 
terance^ and her bosom heaved in agony to think that 
one human being could have had the heart to use an* 
otiier as Mark Thomhill had used her^ without pity or 
rej)entancej and yet knowing all the time thatthere was 
a God in Heaven 1 

But it was not her own loss alone that affected Lucy 
when she thought of the Lady of the Hirst — " For what 
hands can tend her so carefully as mine would have 
done ? What eyes will open at midnight so readily as 
mine did at the slightest whisper — or whenever my be- 
loved benefactress moved her head upon the pillow ^ 
No— not one in all Scotland could serve her like me—* 
or like me go with her> if she chose^ to the uttermost 
parts of the earth !" Then something like pride — a 
stirring of that elevated spirit which virtue breathes in« 
to the simplest and humblest heart — «ind which may 
|«ostrate itself wholly before him alone from whose 
throne it comes — ^rose to Lucy's support^ and made her 
lift up her head undepressed with all its golden ring- 
lets — ^till again the Lady lying languid^ and faint^ and 
feverish, on her couch^ perhaps all alone in that vast 
and solitary hall^ appeared before her, and then £3iin 
would Lucy have knelt before that image, and beseech- 
ed her once more to restore to favour the. servant once 
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beloved^ and now more devoted than ever^ althou^ the 
light of that countenance was alas ! withdrawn. 

In a month's time the heart of Mary Morrison in 
some degree revived. Nothing but guilt need be per- 
manently miserable^ and that faith which she had learnt 
from her in£uicy^ and which, with all his other lament- 
able faults, her father had venerated, outwardly at 
least, before his daughter, was not found a cold and bar- 
ren creed, now that she read her Testament with eyes 
that dropt tears on every page. Truly parental tender- 
ness now met her on every occasion, however small, on 
which it could be shown ; so much affection she thought 
surely could not thus be felt by the good for her if she 
were quite worthless ; no restraint was laid on her inter- 
course with Lucy, and above all things else, that 
thought would comfort her even on the bed of death. 
'^ Michael and Agnes Forester let their innocent child 
sleep in my bosom — and oh ! merciful Grod, foi^ve him, 
and inspire with another heart, who has fixed upon it 
a stain of pollution — for I thought that I was his wife, 
and my sin was more in ignorance than from a corrupt- 
ed heart. So at least I humbly hope to be judged at 
the great day !" 

The unprincipled man who had thus betrayed the 
unsuspecting and unprotected innocence of Mary Mor- 
rison had left the country, and no one knew where 
he had gone ; but Michael Forester communicated aU 
her case to Mr Kennedy, and they did not doubt that 
it would be in their power some day to establish proofs 
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of her marriage. Meanwhile Mary accompanied the 
family to diurch ; and although on the first Sabbath 
the trial was terrible^ and she would ^n have sunk 
and disappeared down among the bones, and skulls, and 
rotten coffins of the grave, when she felt hundreds of 
eyes all dreadfully dazzling upon her face, and search- 
iilg pitilessly into her soul, yet that coarse curiosity 
could not sustain itself against one so perfectly hum- 
bled in contrition, and sitting between such friends as 
Agnes and Lucy. On the fourth Sabbath, the few 
looks that sought her out were of the most compassiim- 
ate character, and sufficient to show that innocence will 
ultimately triumph even in this world, dark and disas- 
trous as may be its days of suffering. Her father be- 
longed to another congregation — but he was never out 
of Mary's sight during the whole time of service. 

Although Emma Granstoun did not ask Lucy to 
come to her at the Hirst, yet she knew too thoroughly 
the characters of all at Bracken-Braes, to treat them 
with neglect or displeasure. Many kind inquiries still 
came, and Lucy had even received two or three letters, 
expressed almost with her former free affection. Lu- 
cy could not but look forward, in her hopeful nature,- 
to being restored some day to the place she had left in 
her bosom, and beside her bed ; and, '' perhaps, even 
when the whole truth is brought to Hght, my conduct 
may be approved, and Maty Morrison forgiven." But 
the most alarming rumours respecting the Lady's health 
were now prevalent over the whole parish — Mr Ken- 

s 
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nedy evidently spoke as if his fears were greatly in* 
creased — and Lucy often awoke in the middle of itm 
aigbt^ shrieking out that the Lady of the Hirst was 
dying—^r dead. More than onoe> too^ had i^ dream'^ 
ed of recovery and reccmcilement^ and on awaknig^ 
fidt heaven with all its ecstasy changed in a momail 
iisto this mournful earth. 

Unable to endure all this fear^ and all this love^ Lu*« 
cy resolved to go to the Hirst^ and find entrance to 
that room which she had so often decked to please 
h^ mistress's eyes^ and never in vain. She kni^w 
iJ^at her intnimon would cause no disturbance^ and 
thatj if turned away from the gate^ her tears would dr<^ 
to the ground in silence. No angry frown^ she felt as- 
sured^ would fall upon one who had so often sung in Eia<- 
ma Granstoun's hearing hymns in praise of their God ; 
and the gracious Lady who had so often smiled upon her 
dutiftil Lucy^ and held her hand> when together they 
knelt down in prayer — ^the daughter of a long lin^ 
of illustrious ancestry^ and the child of a peasant 
whose forefathers had all been dwellers beneath straw* 
roofs — such an one would remember their pleasant de- 
voticm^ and for the sake of their common hopes of hea- 
ven^ perhaps not refuse once more to take her baek to 
her bosom. " Then, too/* thought Lucy, " I can judge 
fiHT myself, if there be any change on her cheek for bett^ 
or worse — ^but hope I will never resign till I am fenced 
to look at her grave !" 

There was no unfilial disobedience in stealing away 

10 
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one fine winter mornings with a hesitating hint that 
she was going to Ladyside^ and directing her steps as 
soon as she was out of sight toward the Hirst. She 
soon found herself on one of those beautiful winding 
walks through the woods where she had so often ac- 
companied the Lady farther and farther on into the 
solitude of the waterfalls. Winter had stript the most 
of thetrees> and the withered leaves rustled mournful- 
ly beneath her feet. But still there was sunshine^ and 
looking towards the hall^ every window seemed on fire 
with its cheerful illumination. There she distinctly 
saw the plants at the window of the Green-house^ 
and they were bright^ even at that distance^ with a 
thousand blossoms. Nothing was there to hint of de- 
cay or deaths and Lucy's heart leapt within her in the 
belief that many happy years might yet be in store for 
Emma Cranstoun. 

Fearful as if she had been doing a thing that was 
wrong, Lucy glided up the steps that connected 
the Green-house with the southern lawn^ and opened 
the door^ which she had often unfolded to the beams 
of the morning sunshine. She wasted not a look^ 
or if she did^ it was hurried and indistinct^ on the 
plants she had tended and trained ; but with a beating 
hearty ventured into the room where Emma Cranstoun 
used to have her couch, and there, indeed, was the La- 
dy lying as before, but with half shut eyes that opened 
as the shadow fell on them, for Lucy's feet were without 
a sound. Lucy stood trembling in the smile of recogni- 
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tion^bnglit, beaming, and benign as it ever bad been, and 
to the heart now relieved from fear, even more perfect- 
ly beautiful in its forgivingness. " Come hither, my 
lovely and loving Lucy, come hither to my heart." And 
although nothing filled her outstretched arms, the soft 
white hand fell upon Lucy's head that leaned upon the 
couch, as the grateful creature knelt down and sobbed 
in her happiness too moumfiil to be endured. 

£mma Cranstoun gave orders that no one, not even 
Mrs Ramsay, should disturb her, and listened with the 
deepest interest to Lucy's simple and innocent elo- 
quence, when telling all she knew of the wickedness 
that had betrayed Mary Morrison. The power of 
truth was in every word, and Emma Graiustoun asked 
Lucy Forester's forgiveness. That request was some- 
thing too. overpoweringly affecting to a heart that 
looked up to her as to a superior being, and Lucy be- 
seechjpd her to recal such words, for that it was impos- 
sible for her to do wrong, and that every one at Brack- 
en-Braes had all along said that, till Mary's character 
was cleared, no one firom the family could ever dare to 
show their face at the Hirst. '' But last night I had 
a foretaste of this happiness in a dream, and will 
henceforth believe that dreams are sent from heaven." 

Lucy knew that her benefactress must not be al- 
lowed to speak much in her exhausted condition, and 
feared that she had sorely wearied her by exciting too 
many feelings for Mary Morrison. " Say not so, my 
Lucy, for you have placed my pillow so, that the most 
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delightful rest is over my whole frame^ and that voice 
of thine is the best of all restoratives." All apprehen- 
»on of displeasure now wore away^ and Lucy kept 
her seat by the side of the couch^ or obeyed the Lady's 
bidding at word or sign^ in all the little arrangements 
about the room^ with the same noiseless alacrity that 
she had learned long ago^ when first her Father had 
been stricken blind^ and that made her indeed^ in 
sober truths a ministering angel at a sick-bed. 

It was^ however^ impossible for Lucy not to see that 
the frame of her mistress was weaker^ and more ema- 
ciated than before^ and that her voice had a fainter — 
abnost a hollow sound. Alive as she was to hope in 
all sorrow^ yet she never foolishly shut her eyes to the 
truths merely because it was distressing ; and the truth 
now too plainly was^ that Emma Cranstoun was not so 
well as she had been a few weeks ago. Lucy^ there- 
fore^ did not wait to be asked to remain at the Hirsts 
but implored permission. '' If Mrs Ramsay dislikes 
me^ and still objects on Mary's account to my being 
here^ Oh ! send for Mr Kennedy^ and ask his advice as 
to the propriety of your Lucy being again allowed to be 
your servant. Perhaps Mrs Ramsay will not dislike or 
condemn it^ if Mr Kennedy says it is not wrong. 
Then my cousin Martha is one of the best-hearted^ 
most obliging girls that ever was known^ and indeed 
is £ar more useful about the house than I am^ do what 
I will. They will miss me now less than ever — and^ 
oh ! what a relief to poor Mary Morrison's heart to 
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know that the Lady of the Hirst has taken me into her 
service once more> in spite of all that ever was said 
against her in her affliction and her innocence." 

The snow was falling thickly^ and the afternoon had 
become full of gusts^ the tree-tops bending low, and 
their red leaves careering in eddies. Lucy wrote a let* 
ter with her own hand to her father, for she had 
always addressed him in her correspondence since she 
could write at all, telling in a few words that the Lady 
of the Hirst had forgiven them, even Mary Morrison 
herself; and although Mrs Ramsay's natural temper 
was not the best in the world, and her judgments not a 
little warped, yet her intentions were good, and before 
night she had brought herself to regard Lucy with not a 
little kindness. A good share of trouble, too, was about 
to be taken off her own hands, although, to do the good 
Lady justice, she never grudged trouble, fond as she 
was of descanting on her meritorious services ; and hav- 
ing the sincerest affection for Emma, who, without sa- 
crificing any of her own independence, always treated 
the old Lady with respect, she was even happy to 
think that there was now a young person whom Emma 
loTced constantly with her ; so that she gave orders^ with 
a pleasant countenance, about Lucy's bed, that had 
been removed, but was now soon wheeled with its pret- 
ty curtains into its niche in the wall, and to Emma's 
eye gave the whole room an instant look of cheerfulness 
that already, in some measure, restored her heart. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 



As soon as it was known that the Lady of the Hirst 
had restored Lucy Forester to her ferour^ and thereby 
declared her approbation of her father's conduct in the 
melancholy affair of Mary Morrison> that unfortunate 
creature's situation was regarded in a very different 
light by all the firesides in the parish. Innocence will 
be vindicated at last^ and every heart that has been 
conscious of cruelty or injustice to a fellow-creature^ 
is afterwards fun to make amends by additional teft- 
demess and commiseration. Mary was not long of dis- 
cerning a decided change in the expression of almost 
all countenances, and life that had for smne time been 
a burden, was not only lightened, but a stealing sense 
of happiness came over her worn-out heartland her eyes 
were able once more not only to endure, but to enjoy 
the sunshine^ 

Michael Forester did not proceed rashly in his de- 
termination to establish proo& of Mary's ttmtnag^ with 
Mark Thondiill, but he allowed the trutb gradually to 
be brought out almost of its own accord. On^ of the 
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witnesses^ he founds had gone beyond seas^ but the 
other^ a woman of indifferent character^ he had traced 
to Edinburgh^ and there was a certainty of his bring- 
ing the nefieirious conspiracy to lights when the hand of 
Providence itself was stretched 'Out in the cause of the 
innocent. Mark Thornhill was stopped short in his 
wickedness by a mortal fever^ and on his dying bed^ re- 
morse urged him to a full confession. Mary Morrison 
he acknowledged to be his lawful wife^ and in a few 
days afterwards she was a widow. 

Released from ignominy and disgrace^ Mary now 
yielded herself up to the deepest grief, for, in spite of 
all his merciless barbarity, she felt that she had still 
continued to love Mark Thornhill. His death-bed re- 
pentance, whatever others might think of its severity, 
was accepted of by her as far more than an atonement 
for all the sins he had committed against her peace, 
and had it pleased God to spare his life, she would 
have been willing to have been taken to his bosom, and 
to have shown how perfect could be the forgiveness of 
a Christian wife. The time surely once was when he 
had loved her, nor could any thing ever efface from her 
remembrance the impressions of his tenderness to her 
in the first season of their love, when, probably, he de- 
signed no evil, and spoke the truth, when he said that 
he loved her for her modesty and her innocence. A 
dreadful change had indeed ensued, and she had be- 
come the victim of a wickedness that he himself had 
not known to be in his heart, till gradually it had ris- 
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en up in greater and greater power^ and driven him 
At last to the very verge of inexpiable crime. Mary 
Morri8<m had been taught^ and truly taught by the 
stem Calvinism of her own father^ that the human 
heart is desperately wicked^ and now that her husband 
was dead^ she judged him in the light of that awful 
doctrine^ and saw in his miserable guilt that of fallen 
and corrupted nature. Above all other considerations, 
he had n«w been called to judgment, and she humbly hop- 
ed, not without many inevitable, although perhaps un- 
availing prfiyers, that as great sinners as he may have 
been ransomed into the mercy of the Eternal. 

But gracious nature would not suffer Mary to remain 
long utterly disconsolate. The calm of the grave, so 
very profound, soon began to inspire her with a conge- 
nial tranquillity, and the melancholy ci'eature, not yet 
eighteen years of age, walked about the quiet retire^ 
ment of Bracken-Braes, in her widow's weeds, with a 
composure that promised a life of sufficient happiness 
to one so contented and resigned. Her early youth 
had suffered the sorrows that belong to advanced age, 
but, although the light of joy had been sorely darken* 
ed, it was not for ever eclipsed, and might yet shine 
upon her steadily, if not brightly, at Ewebank, in her 
father's house, if that door was again to be opened to 
one who ought never to have been driven from its shel- 
ter. 

Abraham Morrison had shown himself to be what 
every body now called an unnatural fether. But had. 
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he been really so^ and had God frowned at all times 
upon his grey head since that evening when he eursed 
his child away from the hut in which she had been 

■ 

born ? In that dark and disturbed tumult of many 
passions^ He who framed the heart may have seen what 
was hidden from human eyes^ for He alone judges 
aright in his omniscience the secrets that wring the 
souls of the children of men. That unforgiving father 
had not been altogether deserted in his childless hut. 
Many a thousand times in the darkness of midnight^ or 
the worse darkness of the unvisited day^ had every 
shadow of anger left his wrinkled face^ and every feel* 
ing of anger flown far away from his heart. 

Tossed had his exhausted frame been in such soli- 
tary seastms^ like a bark upon the sea^ when every 
living thing has left the wreck. Often and often had 
he risen up^ like one walking in his sleep^ and implor*- 
ed God to send him back his child — ^kissed the pillow 
on which her once innocent cheek had lain^ and recall- 
ed every curse he had ever imprecated against her^ with 
ten-fold destruction on his own unhappy head. But 
then evil whisperings came close by his ear from every 
comer of the dark dwelling — ^fingers pointed at him 
scornfully^ and the eyes' of the whole congregation^ as 
they sat in God's own house turned upon him^ the fa- 
ther of her who had sold herself to sin and to shame* 
In his half-waking dreams there was a hissing as of 
serpents ; and a hand-writing on the lowly walls^ insti- 
gated him in his delirium to keep this outcast sinner 
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under the pursuing vengeance of a i&ther's ban. 
Then the long habits of an unindulgent^ indeed an 
unforgiving spirit^ strengt]|f ned the power of all these 
phantasms ; and thus fighting against all the most sa^ 
cred emotions and instincts which were often victor!- 
ou8> and as often overcome^ he had sunk into a sort of 
insanity^ which is the more dreadful^ because its vic- 
tim believes himself to be obeying^ not only the law of 
nature^ but the command of a superior and inexorable 
power. 

Michael Forester knew the character of Mary's fa- 
ther well^ and had not forgotten the last parting scene 
at Ewebank. Therefore^ after her complete vindica- 
tion by the side of her husband's death-bed^ he still ad- 
vised her to remain with them at Bracken-Braes till a 
fit time might come for reconciliation. Neighbours 
were told to step in upon Abraham now and then at 
Ewebank^ and by their more free and cheerful manner 
of talking^ to show that a change was taking place iii 
the opinions of all respecting his daughter. Ere long, 
something like the full truth was revealed to him by 
successive glimpses^ and Michael at last ventured to 
send a message to him by a person whom he greatly re- 
spected^ that he would in a few days come over to Ewe- 
bank^ and he trusted not to leave it till he had con- 
vinced his friend that Mary, who had surely been a 
wife, and was now a widow, ought to be taken back 
without any upbfaidings into her father's house. 

Michael Forester chose the Sabbath-day for this work 
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of love and righteousness. Agnes and Isobel accompa- 
nied him to Ewebank^ and they all three walked si- 
lently and solemnly into tl^ room where Abraham was 
sittings with the open Bible before him^ and the old 
•pauper reading her's likewise in a nook by herself^, for a 
while unobservant of their entrance. Abraham^ although 
•too weak to walk to the kirk^ even although his unhap- 
py feelings had suffered him to do so^ was decently 
-clad in his Sabbath apparel^ and being prepared for a vi- 
sit^ received them with surprising fortitude. ^' I again 
ask a blessing upon this house," said Michael> and these 
few words were heard efficaciously in the silence. The 
aged attendant placed her spectacles in her Bible, and 
walked out of the hut. Then Abraham felt his con- 
science smite him like a death-knell, for the presence of 
those who had received his daughter into their house when 
her father would have driven her out even into the win- 
ter's snow, dispelled all those distempered thoughts by 
which he had blinded his moral understanding, and he 
knew that he had sinned against nature and against 
God. " My bairn will never forgive me — though meek 
Mary Morrison was aye the name she bore — for didna 
you see, Mr Forester — ^no, you saw it not, for the Al- 
mighty, who burned out your eyes with his lightning, 
saved them from that pollution — ^but your Lucy saw 
it, and I wish you all to hear me confess it with my 
wicked grey hairs in the dust — your Lucy beheld this 
hand, which yet may wither in the unquenched fire, 

smite my daughter as she knelt before me — aye^ smite 

4 
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her on the temj^les^ till^ without one groan^ she stretch- 
ed herself out like a corpse upon this very floor." At 
these words Abraham Morrison laid down his head in 
the white ashes on the hearth^ and sprinkled th^m over 
it^ sayings '' Is this remorse^ is this repentance^ or must 
I feed the worm that never dies^ and for me shall my 
Saviour have in vain been nailed upon the tree ?" 

No one moved — ^but they suflTered the passion of the 
contrite man to take its course. Then said Isobel> 
'^ Fear not^ my friend^ but that this Sabbath shall in- 
deed be unto thee a day of rest. Even at this very hour 
is the Psalm perhaps rising to the throne of God from 
the Kirk of Fems^ in which^ although for some time 
absent^ you have been for many long years a worship- 
per. In that congregation you will yet sit with Mary 
at your side^ happier than you have been for many hun- 
dred Sabbaths — nor^ Abraham^ is your daughter even 
now far distant £rom you — she and Lucy are on the 
hillside looking down upon the dwelling in which she 
long thought herself happy, and below whose roof fain 
is she with a loving heart once more to return !" 

Agnes had gone quietly out of the room when Abraham 
had given way to that fit of passion, and she now came 
back, but. not unaccompanied, for Mary Morrison in 
deep mourning walked in with her and Lucy, and then 
advancing a few steps, stood before her father. Tliere 
was no agitation on her countenance, for her soul was 
prepared for this meeting, and it had gone through such 
sorrows that it was now found equal to any trial. She 
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came not to forgive but to be forgiren; and in a calm 
low voice asked if her father would take back to his bo« 
som his repentant child. Her face was quite pale^ but 
also quite happy — ^it did not seem that she trembled — 
and as her father stood motionless with his hands before 
his eyes> Mary walked up to him with wonderful com- 
posure^ and putting her arms round Us neck, kissed his 
cheek almost as placidly as if on returning home from 
an annual visit to a friend's house^ and then leaned 
upon his breast^ half supporting and half supported by 
him who had held her up in baptism, joyful in the 
smiles of his first-bom. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 



Thb winter sometimes passes away as if that season 
of the year had been imperceptibly blended with the 
autumn and the spring, and from December to April 
the earth lies with little diminutiou of its cheerful cha- 
racter below the beautiful uncertain weather. In a 
pastoral country of hills such months are especially 
pleasant. All the small rivulets are kept perpetually 
alive and transparent in their grassy or pebbly bedft--^ 
the flocks feeding on the braes repose white in the fit- 
ful sunshine, just .as in the warmth of summer — and 
frequently the whole air is filled with insects sent up 
from the rushes, or crevices of the rocks in their ephe<« 
meral festivals. If here and there in the clefts on the 
mountain tops some patches of snow are seen, they 
serve only to make the faded verdure of the pastures 
below appear brighter — ^the little moorland birds are 
heard twitterring long before Valentine's day — and the 
flocks of fieldfares are more shy than when in se- 
vere storms they alighted among the drifts, and could 
with difficulty find their food on the winter fidlows. 
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Then^ at the time of meny Christmas neighboturs have to 
find their way to each others' houses by more circuitous 
paths^ according to the position of the bridges^ for no 
stream is frozen^ and perhaps the low-lands are flooded 
or fiill of pools like the sea-shore at the flowing tide. 
The crowing cocks are distinctly heard in the calm from 
house to house to a great distance^ and from the hill- 
side the shepherd can count a hundred wreaths of 
smoke seemingly settled for hours together^ so breathless 
is the atmosphere beneath the blue firmament and all 
its fleecy clouds* 

Such had been the character of this open winter in 
the parish of Holylee, and not a homestead within all 
its bounds more enjoyed the temperate season^ or look- 
ed more beautiful under its variable colourings^ than 
Bradien-Braes. Indeed there had scarcely been a 
single day since Lucy went to the Hirst on which the 
family could not sit below the Plane-Tree. Its hard 
healthy buds seemed impatient for the full springs 
while the lilacs and horse-chesnuts all the way down 
the avenue/ when tinged by the sunlight^ were^ in the 
early part of February^ as far forward as they had 
sometimes been at the middle of March. The prim- 
roses showed themselves^ as it seemed> almost before 
the glory of the last year's garden-flowers was forgotten^ 
and the geraniums and myrtles were oftener left out 
on the sloping bank for hours together^ than they had 
ever been in any one's remembrance. There had even 
be€)n blossoms on the fruit*trees before the earliest bird 
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had begun to build its nest^ and that earliest .bird was- 
the thrush^ that again hung its. cradle in the Trave- 
ler's Joy, descending like often altered drapery over the. 
parlour- window. , .. • 

^ Michael and Agnes were without their Lucy/ and 
yet they had never been more perfectly happy. A1-, 
ways on the Sabbaths she came into her father's seat in 
the kirk, and sometimes went with them t(F Bracken-: 
Braes, walking over to the Hirst before dark, or in the 
moonlight. The dear stranger thus continually restor-. 
ed her parents' hearts, and carried her real presence in 
upon the cherished image of her absent beauty. Every 
Sabbath Agnes and Isobel thought they discerned some 
new sweetness in her appearance or manner: — as. for 
Michael, he desired but to hear her voice, and was sa- 
tisfied. Martha, in whose disposition envy or jealousy 
had no place, and who now felt that she owed every . 
day new obligations to her uncle and aunt, was at no 
pains to conceal her admiration of her incomparable 
cousin, and knew that she could not more acceptably 
prove her gratitude. 

But in no other house, for many miles round, had 
there been such a change for the better in all things as 
at Ewebank. It had not pleased Providence to grant 
to Mary Morrison, in her early widowhood, the comfort 
that breathes from the cradle, for her baby died almost 
as soon as bom ; but Mary considered that affliction as 
part of the punishment of her disobedience. Herself 
deceived by her unhappy husband, she bad been pre- 

T 
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vailied upon by him to deoeiTe her father^ and she had 
lived sorely to rue that clandestine and irregular mar- 
riage. Her &ther was now an altered man indeed-— 
patient^ even mild — and under the power of a pious 
penitence.* The change had not been imposed upon 
him from without, and therefore liable to other change 
and relapse, but it had been worked out by his own 
spirit fighting with itself, the better part finally trium* 
phant. Pride, stubbornness, and a wilful hardihood^ 
had been his besetting sins ; but now all these were 
gone, and Abraham Morrison was gentle as a child to 
her who had for so many years trembled at his frown, 
and loved him with a troubled heart. Besides, Abra- 
ham felt that he could not be a long liver, and eveiy 
day seemed more and more anxious to make amends to 
Mary for all the evils which his former neglect or cruel- 
ty, far more than her own error, had brought upon her 
in those very years which nature holds privileged from 
any rueful distress. Sometimes when the sunshine 
broke suddenly in upon them sitting by the fireside, or 
as she was going about her work, with the constant ap- 
proval of her father, Mary, in spite of her great mis- 
fortunes, felt a strong spirit of happiness expanding her 
bosom, and she would start to hear her own voice hum- 
ming some cheerful air which perhaps she had warbled 
with Lucy Forester on the Gowan-Green. 

It was the general opinion over all the parish, that 
Lucy Forester had saved the life of the Lady of the 
Hirst. Even the proud and stately Mrs Ramsay, who 
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with difficulty could bilng herself to see either merits 
beauty^ or virtue in any one of what she called ple- 
beian birth^ had been drawn against her wiU into 
an affecti<»i for her^ and treated I^ucy with all the 
kindness that her peculiar manners would permit. 
Enmia Cranstoun had> during the whole winter^ been 
exactly in that precarious state^ in which any neglect, 
or even injudicious care, might have proved fatal, and 
in which, even the silence of unaccompanied solitude 
might have insupportably weighed down her spirits to 
death. But Lucy was always with her, and that was 
Plough, whether mute or speaking ; her looks, motions, 
and words, were all timed and measured and toned 
by the nicest observations that a naturally fine mind 
could make under the influence of affection, and not 
only no touchy but no breath even was too rudely ap- 
plied to the Lady's frame that, like the leaf of the sen- 
sitive plant, would have shrunk into a tremor at the 
slightest violence, during that illness in which the im- 
mortal soul may be stricken into anguish by a doud 
darkening the day, or the leaves rustling against the 
window. From November till May, Emma Cranstoun 
had never left her room; but now the summer was 
again at hand, and in a few weeks she was to leave 
the Hirst, and seek new strength in the air of Italy. 
Mrs Ramsay was to take her, for at least a year, 
to Genoa, Florence, or Pisa — ^the Hirst was to lose 
its L^y— and Lucv Forester to return to Bracken- 
Braes. 
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Emma Cranstoun did not despair of herself ; and al- 
though the idea of taking Lucy with her to Italy had 
certainly not only passed across her rnind^ but even 
taken possession of it^ she knew that it would be im- 
possible to do so without cruel injustice to her parents. 
Michael Forester was perfectly happy^ no doubts in his 
blindness, but then he could not live, were Lucy away 
in a foreign country, while to Agnes, whose health 
was by no means strong, her departure would seem 
like death. The Lady felt that Lucy had done all the 
duties to her that nature and religion could approve, 
and was ready with even a hopeful cheerfulness to em- 
bark on a voyage to that beautiful land to which so 
many have sailed to drop their bodies into a foreign 
grave. / 

It was a sad day among all the hills of Holylee and 
Fems^ when Emma Cranstoun was to leave the Hirst. 
Never did June breathe a more beautiful summer than 
had been deepening the umbrage of these old woods, and 
clothing even their shadiest^ recesses with a profusion 
of wild flowers. The year was in its perfection — 
yet the Hirst wRs in one hour to be darkened. Em- 
ma Cranstoun, who had many friends to bid feureweU 
to from the houses of all the gentry, far and near, who 
came that day to the Hirst, not on idle ceremony, but 
with sincerest sorrow, took Lucy an hour before her 
departure into that Green-house, now filled with odorous 
balm, and the brightness of a thousand intermin- 
gled blossoms, and joining in a prayer which they 
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had often before repeated together^ they there separat- 
ed in silence — Emma going to join her friends in the 
drawing-room^ and Lucy to her father and mother who 
were in the great hall. 

The Lady of the Hirst soon appeared gliding down 
the wide stair-case^ and walked to her carriage through 
the midst of the whole tenantry. There was Michael 
Forester with his head uncovered^ and Agnes weeping 
many tears — but Agnes was not the only one who 
wept, for there were orphans and widows in that 
crowd; — and they who had no cause to shed tears 
from any afflictions in their own -lot, could not with- 
hold them when the young, the beautiful, the charitable, 
and the pious was seen taking her departure from 
the house of her forefathers — ^to a foreign country, too 
probably never more to return. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 



In a few weeks Lacy received a letter from Emma 
Cranstoun^ written on the eve of embarkation^ in a 
hopeful spirit^ and if she read it once^ she did so a 
hundred times^ in the room beside her parents^ in her 
own small retreat^ beneath the Plane-Tree, up upon 
the hiU-side^ and on the Gi>wan-Green half-way to the 
Hirst^ whose extensive woods were visible from that 
eminence. The hand-writing was firmer, Lucy thought, 
than usual, and she inspected the form of every syl- 
lable, that she might guess the degree of strength pos- 
sessed by the dear hand that traced the affectionate 
words. There were no melancholy fears or forebodings 
expressed, and Lucy, before even the Lady of the Hirst 
had perhaps left the shores of England, already anti- 
cipated her return in restored and established health. 
Letters too were coming occasionally from Ellesmere ; 
not that Ruth Colinson, or any one of the whole £unily 
at the Vicarage, were shining or frequent correspon- 
dents, but, once in the three months or so, a West- 
moreland letter did arrive— and then the word ^* Ken- 
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dal" imprinted with villanous post-office type> and ink 
more villanous still, across the superscription, always 
brought to Lucy's eyes a smile of cordial delight. The. 
Colinsons never forgot Marina, but sent her all the 
news they could gather about the old people with whom 
she had lived, and all her humble acquaintances; and 
the sound of the feuniliar names of persons and places 
took her back again, in short dreams, to the wooded 
neighbourhood of Hawkshead, and its pretty Lake of 
Esthwaite, illustrious alike for its pike, its perch, its 
plovers, and its poetry. For Mr Thomson, the Bard 
of Saury, had sung MartM's departure to Scotland, 
which he described as an isle feur off in the great seas, 
and remarkable, as it was indeed naturally to be ex- 
pected, for the multitude and majesty of its Scottish 
pines. 

Lucy and Martha were both out, at some distance 
from the house, when an elderly stranger, of very gen- 
tlemanly exterior, walked into the room, and courte- 
ously saluted Agnes and Michael. In a few minutes 
he told his name— the father of Edward ElHs. The 
manner of aU present was in an instant changed from 
hospitable civility into the most respectful attention, 
and many were the inquiries about the health and 
happiness of the youth, who had so often cheered with 
his conversation andlaughter thereof of Bracken-Braes. 
But it was soon somewhat painfully observed, even 
by the Blind Man, that Mr Ellis's tone was cold and 
constrained, and that he was for from meeting with 
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sympathy their eager and heartfelt interrogations. 
** My son was at Rome when last I heard of him^ and 
I believe he will remain in Italy at least another year^ 
when probably he will visit Grreece." 

The chilling influence of Mr Ellis's manner and dis- 
course soon froze Michael^ Agnes^ and Isobel into un- 
accustomed silence. But the mystery of such apparent- 
ly uncalled for superciliousness was soon explained. 
** Mr Forester^ from any thing I can hear from Mr 
Kennedy^ you are ah upright man^ and may be con- 
fided in — and^ there^ore^ Sir^ I have taken the liberty 
of visiting you in your own house^ which^ perhaps^ you 
may at present be thinking rather an intrusion — but 
the truth is^ that — ^that I was some time s^ madS^ery 
ilneasy about my son Edward — you will pardon^ be- 
cause you can understand a feither's anxieties; Mr Fo- 
rester—about my son Edward^ Mr Forester^ and your 
daughter^ her name I believe is Lucy.— Now that the 
ice is broken^ Mr Forester^ I may say that the remot- 
est chance of my son forming such a connection could 
not fail of being most distressing — ^most agonizing^— 
and I trust in God> that you will deal openly and 
honourably with me^ and declare if there be anything 
like an engagement — an engagement of marriage — ^for 
there is no use in reasoning the matter between those 
foolish children^ foolish is the word I use^ fbr^ from your 
daughter's very tender age^ I feel persuaded that there 
is no occasion for a term of severer reprehension." 

Michael Forester was almost entirely unprepared for 
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such a speech as this— for although assuredly now and 
then he had thought it very likely that Edward Ellis^ 
in the fuU flow of youthful enthusiasm^ might admire^ 
even love his Lucy, yet judging justly of that high- 
souled boy, he never had suffered the thought to give 
him one moment's serious uneasiness, well knowing 
that his daughter's innocence was as safe in her sim- 
plicity with Edward Ellis, as if she had been his sis- 
ter; and that any love that might subsist between 
young hearts, in such very different conditions of life, 
would be little more than that emotion of common 
humanity, which, where the mutual objects are worthy, 
may not only harmlessly but happily unite in friend- 
shi|(1those whom destiny must soon not only part, but 
keep for ever separated, except in slight and transient 
intercourse on the paths of life onwards even to the 
very grave. But there was something not only in Mr 
Ellis's words, but in the tone in which they were de- 
livered, to which Michael Forester,* poor man, and 
blind as he was, had never been accustomed, and rais- 
ing himself up with natural dignity in his chair, he 
said; with a gravity almost austere, " My daughter. 
Sir, is little more than a child — ^but since such a word 
as marriage has indeed been coupled with the inno- 
cent's name, be assured. Sir, that my Lucy would not 
leave her blind father's side, if I only put my hand 
upon her head-— thus — ^not for all the rank and riches 
in the land, s^though poverty, want, disease and 

11 
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death were in all their ghastliness on the floor of this 
house." 

The language of Midiael on all occasions of any 
serionsDess or importance, was perfectly that of a man 
of ediication^n nothing vulgar — and not ineloquent 
in its simple and straight-forward phrase, — at once dear 
and emphatic. Mr Ellis, who although a good and 
honourable, was in intellect a very ordinary man, had 
not been prepared for such an interview, and felt the 
artificial authority of his mere rank giving way be- 
neath the ascendancy of natural endowments. The 
erect and commanding frame of the Blind Man, com- 
posedly seated in his chair, with one hand upon his 
staff, as if about to raise himself up into a standing 
posture,— his strongly marked, but far from harsh fea- 
tures, animated by sudden emotion beyond the calm of 
that habitual thoughtfulness which the loss of sight had 
induced — his manifest contentment with his lot, which 
so surrounded as he was, indeed scarcely seemed one 
of great hardship^ — his pride, or some state of the 
soul of a more sacred character, in his dutiful and de** 
voted child, — ^the affecting solemnity of his motions and 
gestures, every one of which slightly betrayed a sense 
of his comparative helplessness and dear dependence 
on those to whom Heaven's light was not denied,— 
and along with all these, a deference which he seemed 
not unwilling to show towards one who, he had been 
informed, was greatly his superior in rank, as well as the 

1 
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courteous kindness which he owed to a guest below his 
own roof^ and that guest the father of Edward EUis^ — 
one and all of these things^ separate or united^ gave 
the stranger a sudden knowledge of something exist- 
ing in lowly life> of which he had never had any sus- 
picion^ and in presence of which he felt abashed — 
humbled — ^and changed in a moment from the arrogant 
and dictatorial superior into an inferior called upon not 
to teach but to learn^ not to command but to obey. 
Mr Ellis^ although confused and confounded^ attempt- 
ed to rally his spirits^ and after a few words of com- 
mon-place compliment^ said that his purse was at Mr 
Forester's service. Michael^ although a poor man^ was 
as independent in his circumstances as any man in all 
Scotland; and if ever he had been at all worldly- 
minded^ and perhaps all people of very energetic cha- 
racter^ when toiling either in mind or body for the good 
of their family^ are apt to become somewhat too much 
80^ he had long ceased to err in that direction^ for 
blindness had made him s<»nething better than a phi- 
losopher^ and he had found the golden mean in mo- 
derate desires and a cheerful faith. Michael did not 
even condescend to notice what Mr Ellis had now said^ 
but he*indulged an allowable pride in alluding to him- 
self and his condition. ^^ Do you thinks Mr Ellis^ that 
in poor men's huts^ the best natural affections do not 
reside in as great force and purity as in the dwellings 
of the rich or noble ? Is not my Lucy as dear to me, 
and for the self-same reasons, as your Edward is to his 
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&tlier^ and a finer boy never stepped across a poor 
man's threshold ? You have hopes — -just hopes of your 
son — and may God in his goodness cause them all 
amply to be fulfilled. You act rightly in this matter. 
Your son must marry a wife in the same rank of life 
with himself — Lucy Forester -is but the daughter of a 
peasant. These eyes of mine^ Sir^ have not seen for 
upwards of five, years — and the last time I beheld my 
Lucy^ she was a fiairy of a things that still slept in. her 
mother's bosom. But although beauty be but a fadings 
I do not say b worthless flower^ and although I have 
better gifts to delight me in my Lucy than any beau-, 
ty that ever «hone on maiden's countenance^ yet they 
say my daughter is like the mother that bore her^— 
and there Agnes — ^there my wife sits before you — and 
judge for yourself if I would exchange my lot with 
that of any other man living — ^blind though my eyes 
be as the floor beneath your feet." 

In the silence that succeeded this impassioned ap- 
peal^ Lucy Forester came singing into the room^ with . 
her hair sportively wreathed with a garland of wild- 
flowers^ and on seeing the stranger^ stood suddenly 
fixed with all her glowing beauty^ in one of Nature's 
most graceful attitudes on the floor of the loWly hut. 
'' Lucy— this is Mr Edward Ellis's father," said Aunt 
Isobel, anxious that the blush that already mantled 
over her brow, cheek, and eyes, might conceal her 
emotion. Lucy dropt a curtsey, with her heart beat- 
ing like a frightened bird in its cage, and had. just 
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Strength to seat herself on the stool by her father's 
knee. 

Her father put his hand upon her head^ from which 
she had just released the garland of flowers that fell at 
her feet^ letting all her rich golden ringlets flow uncon- 
fined^ and requested Mr Ellis to speak^ that> before a 
word was said to Lucy^ he might judge for himself how 
she received the communication. But Mr Ellis was 
dazzled with the beauty of the peasant's daughter^ and 
at the same time persuaded by its uncommon sweet- 
ness that she was altogether artless and innocent — ^his 
naturally kind and considerate character recovered it- 
self from an unnecessary, if not an unworthy fear^ and 
he felt that it would be at once coarse and cruel even 
to allude to his son after what he had heard and now 
saw of all the inmates of Bracken-Braes. All that he 
said or did was to put a letter from Edward into Lucy's 
hand> with a few words of kindness ; and she, unable 
to endure the scene any longer, flew out into the open 
air, and almost without knovidng whither her steps 
were carrying her, followed the stream down — down to 
the Linn — and the Howlet's-Nest, where Edward had 
first learned to meet her by accident two summers ago, 
— summers^ alas ! how swiftly flown, and never to be 
equalled in beauty, and in delight, long as that sun 
should shine in Heaven. « 

The waterfsdl was cheering the solitary dell with its 
foaming murmurs, but Lucy saw — ^heard it not — or if 
she did^ 'twas like something sounding and gleaming in 
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an imperfect dream. She leant^ sick and blind^ against 
the ivy-tree— and at last opened the letter^ in which 
she felt she was to read something for ever fatal to her 
happiness. There were not many lines — and kind— 
perfectly kind they were-^but still they were charged 
with meaning not to be misunderstood. Thenceforth 
Edward Ellis was to be nothing to her — bnt a name^ a 
th<mght^ a shadow — and as for herself^ never more 
would her image come before his eyes as he roamed 
over fore%n lands^ or sailed on the bosom of the wide 
sea. Lucy Forester wept in grief — ^love-— perhaps an- 
ger— shall it be said — despair ? She went to the edge 
flf the Pool^ and taking from her bosom the keepsakes 
Edward had given^her at the Hawkstane Spring, she 
dropped them one by one into the deep water— -all— all 
but one, which would not leave her hand, the brooch 
which contained his dark glossy hair, with two nanres 
engraved upon^ it — " Edward to Lucy." She took out 
the hair*-and then the dearest memorial of all sunk to 
the bottom of the Linn. Now, indeed, the dream was 
broken^ like a foam-bell upon the flowing waters. Not 
till this moment had she been completely undeceived. 
Yet there had been no deceit — no faithlessness— no 
falsehood. Ignorant of themselves — ^their present con- 
dition — and their future lot, had Edward and Lucy 
been in the joy of their mutual affection. He had first 
c6me to see the impossibility of their ever being more 
to one another than they had already been — and now 
Lucy saw the same truth with the same sad conviction. 
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" Vain creature that I was^ and void of alljonderstand- 
TDg, ever to dream for a single time in my sleep that 
Edward Ellis was all his life long to love Lucy Forest- 
er ! And yet often — too oft^i have I dreamt it^ and 
lo ! he has passed away from Holylee— -from Bracken- 
Braes— from the Linn and the Ivy-tree like a cloud — 
and I shall never see his bonny face again till my dying 
day !" But as her tears flowed^ her thoughts grew less 
and less bitter. She now began to recal all the de- 
lightful traits of his character^ and to her unselfish 
nature that meditation brought an alleviation of grief. 
flow courteous had he ever been in the cottage ! How 
tenderly polite to her mother^ how more than respect- 
fdl to her feither^ how pleasant to Aunt Isobel ! But aH 
at once she tore herself away from the trysting-place, 
and said within her heart that she would never more 
venture to revisit it — ^for all its beauty^ all its blessed- 
ness was gone^ just as the indescribable brightness of 
some too heavenly dream^ that is felt at the time to be 
but a dream> and long long after^ when it returns in 
indistinct remembrance on the soul^ sheds something of 
its yet unextinguished light over the dim^ and douded^ 
and imperfect happiness of this' waking world ! 

Lucy looked at Bracken-Braes-*but Edward EUis's 
&ther might still be sitting there— and she dared not 
—could not again meet his face^ even in the gloaming. 
So she sat down among the broom^ and did not go 
home till the Plane-Tree was standing quite visible in 
the moonlight. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 



Long before Christmas Lucy Forester was hap- 
py as a lark in heaven^ that cares not for a few 
clouds^ and often is heard singing when there is little 
or no sunshine. Idleness is the great bane both of vir- 
tue and happiness^ but she was nevet idle^ and putting 
at all times her whole heart and soul even into the 
most trifling occupations^ there was literally no time 
for regret or repining at Bracken-Braes. Perhaps it 
might have seemed to those persons who love to in- 
dulge themselves in useless sorrows^ that Lucy was a 
girl of no stedfast affections^ since she could so easily 
get rid of all mournful remembrances about Edward 
Ellis. But how could humai^ life proceed at all^ ex- 
cept in despondency and care^ if the heart of*the inno- 
cent were for ever to retain its afflictions ? Losses^ 
troubles^ and death invade every dwelling on earthy 
but there are few dwellings in which nevertheless 
there may not be contentment. Fleeting as human 
joys too often are^ perhaps they are not more so than 
human griefs ; and^ at all events^ it can never be a 
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duty to brood over recollections that enfeeble our for- 
titude^ even although they may relate to the best and 
surest S3rnipathies of nature. 

But while aSl was cheerfulness at Bracken-Braes^ 
there were sorrows in a worthy neighbour's house^ that 
greatly affected Midiael Forester and his whole fami- 
ly. Their good friends^ the Maynes at Ladyside^ had 
for a considerable time past suffered the very sorest 
distress that can enter within the doors of a house. 
Isaac^ the scholar^ the youth whose surprising genius 
had been the glory of the parish of Holylee^ had missed 
his way in the worlds the broad and shining way of 
truth and righteousness^ and had brought himself to 
the very gates of death. Michael Forester had long 
suspected that his conduct had not been what might 
have been predicted of a b<^ so richly endowed with the 
gifts of nature. Jacob Mayne far seldomer spoke of 
his son than he had used to do^ and never now with 
that pride which once kindled in his eyes at the slight- 
est mention of his name. But truth could be con- 
cealed no longer— -all Isaac's brightest prospects in life 
had been blasted by his own imprudence^ follies, and 
vices^ and he lay now in a hopeless condition within 
his father's house at Ladyside. 

Who can estimate the blessings of education^ when 
it comprehends within its range almost every dwelling 
in the land, and when all the most numerous fa^ 
milies of the very poorest men, up even from the 
diild of six years old to the grandsire of fourscore, can 
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ready and in due measure understand the word of QiA, 
and the written commentaries of man ? From the hum-> 
blest huts in such a country come sometimes forth in 
power the illuminatorsof the race; while all the ordinary 
ongoings of life partake of a loftier character among 
those who pass unknown to the graye> along the quiet 
paths that all end there as well as the paths of glory. 
Generations do not then disappear merely like the 
leaves^ but theirs is an undying spirit that pervades 
future time^ and invigorates the whole frame of social 
life^ thus continually increasing in strength and beauty. 
But even this blessing is not without that alloy which 
mingles with all that is most excellent in man's estate. 
How many that might have been safe in their simpli- 
city employ knowledge to their own destruction ! 
Feelings in their origin pure and high^ often catch in 
their pn^ress a taint of corruption-^imagination often 
dazzles to betray — and genius itself^ the most envied 
gift of Heaven^ has it not too often conducted to guilt> 
despair^ and death ! 

So had it been with poor Isaac Mayne. In earliest 
boyhood^ when sitting on the brae herding the sheep, 
to him had whisperings come of a world of thought 
that lies for ever unknown to the ordinary peasant. He 
saw a beauty in every little wild flower, in the struc- 
ture of every blade of grass glowing with its dew* 
-drops, and in the drooping branches of the birch-trees 
imaged peacefully in the unsullied water they over« 
shadowed, which he bore within his spirit like an un« 
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communicated secret^ a very burden of delight which 
there was no one to share with^him in his solitude^ 
Unassisted by advice, and led as it were by some sa- 
cred instinct^ Isaac, before he was twelve years old, 
had pored over many books, in which his own keen 
and bright genius enabled him to interpret the charac-^ 
ter which, as his intellect expanded, all seemed as full of 
hidden meanings as hier<^lyphics. Then the young en- 
thusiast left his native hut, and walked into the be- 
wildering world of thought. But as he became jBami- 
liar with all those ideal regions, he was at the same time 
surrounded, tri^d, and tempted by wants, cares, desires, 
hopes, and jpassions that spring from flesh and blood> 
course dong the veins, and all unwearied with their 
ceaseless joumeyings, come and go from the beating or 
the boiling heart. Isaac, as he stood on the verge of man- 
hood, felt that there was truth in the fiction, that man 
has, indeed, two souls. On the wings of the one he soar- 
ed into regions so pure and high, that he seemed to 
float above this earth and all its bewildered scenery, like 
an eagle aloft in the stainless ether — ^but on the feet of 
the other, made of gold and clay, he walked through 
haunts where danger lures on in the shape of delight, 
till at last sin boldly meets her guest with undisguised 
lineaments, and stamps upon his very conscience, as 
with a searing-iron, the braM by which she at once 
f ecognizes and claims all those who have sold them- 
selves for the price of her irresistible allurements. 
Yet it was long-— very long— -after his 4rst great 
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lapses^ before sucli a youth as Isaac Mayne could be 
d^raded by the pennanent dominion of vulgar vices. 
The fineness of his native genius saved him from many 
pollutions to which coarse natures are prone. But no 
happiness of natural constitution can guard its posses- 
sor from worse and worse evils^ when the eye of con- 
science has been darkened or shut^ and when religion 
has evaporated into a mere imaginative feelings or been 
narrowed into a cold conviction of the understanding. 
Therefore Isaac became at last little better thana vulgar 
sensualist — ^the disorder in his spirit disordered his 
whole life— his duties were either neglected or def^ised 
•—his character^ month after months received a darker 
die — ^and not only conscious of what he now wa8> but 
aware of what he might have been^ he finally fiuiig 
from him the hope and the desire of restoration^ and 
was willing^ in the dawn of his youthful prime^ to shut 
his eyes for ever on a world which had been spr.ead in 
its beauty before him^ only, as it now seemed, that he 
aptight disfigure and profane all its most holy charms, 
and carry with him to the grave the miserable remem- 
brance of talents misemployed or thrown away, and of 
aspirations that once owned no other source than 
Heaven, sunk now to the level of the lowest creatures 
that crawl upon the earth. 

What could his ignorant father> his sin^ple-minded 
mother, and his homely sisters, now know of tKe suffer- 
ings of Isaac Mayne ? They saw him for some weeks 

wandering like a ghost about the doors, and then tak- 
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ing to his bed in silence^ refusing sustenance^ and sul- 
lenly shunning all concern even with his parents. His 
were failings they could neither understand nor as« 
suage. Their kindnesses were directed to' things that^ 
in Isaac's eyes^ were now less than nothing — for what 
signified' to him a smooth pillow^ fbod or medicine 
birought with weeping eyes and the tenderest hand^ or 
the silencing of tiie wheels and of every^ the least noise 
in that small house ! Isaac cared not about his bed^ 
for spread it as his mother mighty to him it was a bed 
of iron^ and strewn with thoms-^poison would to him 
have been more acceptable than any food^ and there 
were sounds in his spirit that would not cease^ louder 
and more alarming than the winter storm. Jacob 
knew not where to turn for comfort^ seeing that his 
son's reason's was impaired^ but next to Mr Kennedy 
he looked for relief, if relief there could be^ to Michael 
Forester. 

Michael had sometimes^ in his solitary meditations^ 
thought that perhaps some day Isaac Mayne might 
make Lucy his wife. Many things must escape the 
knowledge of the most intelligent of the blind ; and in 
this case Michael had been greatly deceived in the cha- 
racter of him whom he continued to esteem and admire^ 
long after almost all others had begun to regard it with 
more than suspicion. He was even occasionally dis- 
pleased with Lucy for her indifference or dislike to 
Isaac Mayne^ and he hoped that as she grew up^ and 
saw more clearly and- widely into her condition^ that 



I 
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her heart might be changed^ and favottrably inclined 
towards one of whom he entertained so high an opinion. 
But Lncy had noticed many things in Isaac that turn- 
ed her from him with feelings stronger than she wish- 
ed to indulge towards any human beings for her eye^ 
quick in her innocence^ had seen that Isaac was an un- 
dutiful son^ and treated both his £&ther and mother 

with disrespect. Lucy had not been mistaken in these 

* 

observations^ for when once the soul of a man has 
stooped to any single meanness^ another and another 
will not only work in of itself^ but will be dragged 
over his whole conduct by the very circumstances of 
life. Isaac had become ashamed of Ids poor parents-— 
and there were situations^ in which it is more than pro- 
bable he would have disowned them because of their 
homely manners' and appearance. The time had been 
when he was proud to walk to the kirk with his hard- 
working father^ and to stand hand in hand with him in 
the little friendly ring of Christians at the door^ before 
the bell began to tinkle^ or Mr Kennedy appeared. 
But he had had the wretched weakness to attach a 
painful importance to the idle words that he. had since 
pccasionally heard in town-talk about low birth — ^hum- 
ble origin — ^plebeian blood nnd so forth^-expressions 
which are never heard from the lips of high-bom men^ 
but not unfamiliar to the mouths of the mean in nature 
or condition — ^and he had almost unconsciously allowed 
himself to form unwarranted associations of every thing 
most worthy of being admired a^d imitated with a cer- 
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tain rank in life — so that it even pained him to think 
on the low and thatch-roofed cabin^ as it might be 
called^ in which he was born and bred ; and it would 
have brought the red colour into his faoe> to have ac- 
knowledged, in some companies, his humble but honest 
origin. When he thought on his mother even, and aU 
his sisters working in the harvest field, or busy in the 
byre or the dairy, and then considered where he might 
then be sitting among ladies and gentlemen, into whose 
sodety his distinguished genius and talents had pro- 
cured him a ready admission, and who most assuredly, 
at least all of them whose good opinion was worth hav- 
ing, did not admire him the less because they indeed 
knew that he was the son of a peasant, Isaac Mayne 
had often felt foolishly humbled in his own estimation 
>^90 nearly allied are meanness and pride ! What high 
satisfaction was thus lost to this youth's soul ! For to 
iiave striven as he had done, was indeed glorious, and his 
imi^ination, under the impulse and guidance of nobler 
principles and feelings, might have visited in its dreams 
the braes pf Hblylee,. as the only paradise on earth, 
and his father's lowly mansion at Ladyside as the very 
centre of that paradise, from which would have streamed 
a light that need never to have been darkiened before 
the eyes of filial reverence. 

Both Agnes and Lucy had once been witbess to a scene 
in the church-yard of Holy lee, at the closeof Divine Ser- 
vice, after which neither of them had been able to re- 
gard Isaac Mayne with their former affection. Sever- 
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al ladies and gentlemen^ who had been sitting in the 
seat of the Lady of the Hirsts in the little gallery^ ad** 
dressed Isaac on the dismissal of the congregation, 
when he was along with his parents and sisters. They 
had known him in Edinburgh^ as a young man of ge« 
nius^ and were not aware that Holylee was his native 
parish. Isaac had then^ under manifest uneasiness, 
separatedhimself from the decent home-groupe, of whom 
no man need have been ashamed ; and to an inquiry 
from one of the party^ who were the friends he had 
just lefty his answer was vague^ and implying, that 
his father, mother, and sisters might be to him almost 
strangers. Lucy could not help eyeing him with anger 
and disdain, while she thought for a moment of £d«i 
ward Ellis ; and then, going up to her Blind Father, 
walked with him through the crowd, in a pride known 
to herself alone, but in a beauty that attracted the 
gaze of all the strangers, who at once said to Emma 
Cranstoun, ^^ There is no need to tell her name— your 
description, partial as it was, did not exceed the truth 
—die is indeed the Primrose of Bracken-Braes." 

But all such remembrances were now dismissed from 
their minds, and Agnes and Lucy, no less than Michael^ 
thought only on the fair side of Isaac's character. They 
went almost every forenoon to Ladyside ; and Isaac, 
who, day after day, had become more indifferent to 
every thing about him, and almost wholly unobservant, 
asked if he could see Lucy Forester. His mother 
took Lucy to his bed-side— and Isaac's eyes, for a few 
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moments^ recovered their fine intelligent expression^ as 
they were lifted up towards her pale and weeping coun- 
tenance. '' God bless Lucy Forester !" said the dying 
youth — and his mother afterwards often assured Agnes 
that -these were his last words. Yet Isaac lived on 
for two or three weeks without pain^ but insensible to 
the world. The old shepherd dog^ that had been four- 
teen years in the family^, leapt up on his bed^ but 
Isaac felt no disturbance. Had the flail been sounding 
iii the near bam^ it would have been unheard. " My 
poor soon^ Mr Forester/' said Jacob in a calm voice> 
^f has for nearly a week been past hearing our evening 
psalm." ^^ I am happy to know that you are so re>i- 
signed^ Jacob— ^our wife— -and daughters too are^ I 
thinks composed." '^ Aye— aye— we have in a man- 
ner taken farewell of Isaac — ^for you see his mind is 
gone— ^ut his soul has not yet been called away^ and 
I will not give him the last kiss till he is dead." 
There was no one else in the room at this time but the 
two fathers ; and Jacob Mayne^ whose usual state of 
mind towards Michael Forester was that of reverence^ 
now embraced him in a sudden burst of agony^ and 
cried with -a loud voice, ^^ Pity me— pray for me— ^for 
Isaac— my darling Isaac— the life, and the light, and 
the pride of this house will never know his father's 
voice more !" 
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CHAPTER XXXVIL 



Ladysids was at all times rather a melancholy look* 
ing place^ standing as it did at the very remotest end 
of the valley of the Heriot- Water, there an insignifi- 
cant rivulet^ and at a considerahle distance from any 
other habitation. The high heather hills overshadow- 
ed it, but there were no trees^ for the decayed and mos- 
sy stamps of a decayed forest could not be called trees ; 
and Jacob Mayne had never been very well able with 
his narrow means, even if he had thought of it, to make 
any plantations either for ornament, or shelter to his 
cattle. Its mournful character was deepened on the 
day of Isaac's funeral, which was on one of those dim 
and silent fwenoons that, in early spring, breathe a 
pensiveness over the air and the earth. No bleat of 
lambs was yet heard over the braes — ^the birds had not 
Jbegun their carols — and the perfect silence was broken 
only by the sound of feet, as friend and neighbour, one 
after the other, at short intervals, were coming in to 
the funeral. 

The company assembled in the kitchen, a wide low- 

U 
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roofed room^ with an ample chumiey^ in the comer of 
which^ below the smoke-stained beam^ Isaac Mayne 
had sat during many a long winter evenings conning 
oyer his book^ to the delight of his proiid father's hearty 
undisturbed in his studies by the noise of work or 
merriment. Mrs Mayne had^ herself^ with the assist- 
ance of Agnes^ arranged all the seats that very morn- 
ings and every thing was decent and orderly about the 
room. Many an intelligent and thoughtful countenance^ 
not a few of them with their foreheads sprinkled with 
grey hairs^ were seen in that circle^ — ^some wine and 
funeral -bread was handed round> and partaken of by 
alls after a prayer from Mr Kennedy — and then going 
into the open air^ the company formed themselves be- 
hind the coffin^ which had been placed on the Green be- 
fore the door^ and the procession moved down the val- 
ley. 

Isaac's mother and sisters had^ during the prayer^ 
taken farewell^ on the Green^ of his mortal part^ stand- 
ing together with Agnes and Lucy ; and as, soon as 
the party left the door^ weeping eyes followed it from 
the window in this thatch^ down the stream^ till round 
a small mount it disappeared. 

The funeral company was a large one^ for the 
Maynes were respected in the parish^ and as for Isaac^ 
his fame had spread far beyond its narrow bounds^ and 
now that he had expiated even by death whatever faults 
he had committed^ the grief that went with him to the 
grave was profound and universal. Many people who 
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could not be invited to the funeraliy nevertlieless came 
into the church-yard^ and all clothed in mouming-wtlte 
children of the viUageHBchocd were drawn up in a line 
near the grave— <and the low walls that endoBed that 
quiet place of burial were almost entirely covered witli 
spectators^ few of them indifferent to the solemn scene. 
Michael Forester^ who^ next to the £&ther of the de« 
ceased^ was chief mourner^ stood close beside him. 
when the coffin was lowered down^ and grasped Jacob's 
hand when the first shovel-'full of earth said^ without 
man's words^ '^ dust to dust." 

The silent party dissolved^ and in an hour or two moat 
iji them who had composed it went to their work 
in the fields. Michael went back with Jacob Mayne 
to Ladyside, and early in the afternoon the whole fami« 
ly sat down to their meal. There were not a great many 
tears^ and such as fell at times were not very very bit» 
ter^ for every heart had had time to prepaie itself for 
weeks before Isaac's death> and now diat his remains 
were given up to invisible decay> a calm came down 
from heaven upon the house^ and life> although it had 
lost much^ still had to them its blessings. 

'^ Mr Forester^" said Jacobs f^ many great kindnesses 
have we received at your hands— but this last is the 
greatest of them all—religion itself has been a mair 
unspeakable comfort to us all on this occasion^ because 
of your Christian charity to the afflicted— and poor 
Isaac's mother th^e, last night when sairly distressed, 
and calling on Ood to comfort her, mentioned your 
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name^ and your wife's and daughter's in her payers. 
She is, as you know^ a woman of few words^ but there 
nae where lives ane wi' a mair grateful heart." Jacob 
then turned his eyes towards a little book-t»se that 
hung on the wall by a string fiastened to a mai — and 
aaid^ ^' That was the wark o' Isaac's ain hands before 
he was ten years old. Many and many an hour have 
I seen him at it> and an ingenious thing it is for so 
young a creature — these volumes were the first he ever 
bought-— wi' his ain money too, for we were very poor 
in those days^ as you ken^ and Isaac was most indus- 
trious." But here Jacob's voice was mute — and he 
walked out into llie open air. Midiael joined him 
there— 4uid by the long conversation that ensued con- 
cerning Isaac^ the father's heart was quieted^ and be- 
lieved that his scm's spirit was now happy in Hea- 
ven. 

Leaving the £unily at Ladyside composed and re- 
signed^ Michael^ Agnes^ and Lucy returned beneath 
the stars to Bracken-Braes. Lucy scarcely opened her 
Mps— for she thought of Isaac's very last words^ and 
knew^ now that his heart was still in the dust^ how 
mudi dearer die had been to it than she had ever be- 
lieved. His many good qualities well deserved her 
tears^ and the remembruice of the happy hours she had 
kmg ago passed with him and his sisters^ when every 
one loved and admired him ; but the thought that she 
had been clearer to him than even his own nearest kin^ 
and that his affection for her was the last thing to leave 
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his Boul on the bed of deaths touched Her with an al- 
most self-upbraiding sorrow^ and gave bis memory a 
bold on ber secret bosom^ from wbicb sbe felt nothing 
could ever displace it. 

While they were all sitting round the fire^ and just 
as the dock striking ten told them to retire to rest^ the 
door opened^ and in came Mary Morrison. '^ Pity me/ 
cried Aunt Isobel^ *' what brings you here sae late at 
night*-teU us, are you all well at Ewebank ?" Mary 
sat down on the seat that Lucy's ready hand had placed 
for her, and said calmly, " My dear father is dead ! 
Perhaps I should not have left him — but there was no- 
body in the house with me ; and when it became quite 
dark, for the fire had gone out, I was not able to abide 
the dreadful stillness, and have come here." The key 
of the hut was yet in her hand, which she had carried 
in it, unconsciously, all the way from Ewebank. 
Abraham Morrison's death had been sudden ; but every 
circumstanpe attending his latter days had been such 
as now to comfort his daughter. Their reconcilement 
had been perfect ; and the last year of the old man's 
life, blameless and Christian-like, had prepared him 
for this change. Mary had been already acquainted 
with grief, and now sat in her cloak, beneath which she 
still wore her widow's weeds, unagitated by <my strong 
emotion, like one having come from a neighbour's house 
on some grave, but not grievous errand. She had comOj 
toQ| at a time when all her friends were, from the me-» 
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lancholy duty in which they had been engaged during 
the day, in a state of mind altogether congenial with 
her own ; and in another hour Mary was lyings as she 
had often done before, in Lucy's bosom, 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 



What strong support does the consciousness of a 
good reputation yield to all men in the discharge of 
their most arduous duties^ and how benignly does a re- 
gard to the opinions of those among whom we live 
blend almost into one motive with that which we ob- 
serve towards the injunctions of our Maker ! Michael 
Forester knew that he was esteemed— beloved by every 
family in Holylee ; and although he had in no one ' 
single instance ever tried to become the object of 
such sentiments^ by any unworthy submission or com- 
promise^ yet he rejoiced to know their existence^ and 
felt them to be^ in part^ both the impulse and reward 
of virtue. Above all^ his character as a peace-maker 
was especially dear to his heart and conscience ; and 
nothing cheered his blindness more than the humble 
trusty that in administering comfort to human misery, 
which it had not unfrequently fallen to his lot to do^ he 
had been obeying the precept of Him whose prime com- 
mandment was^ that we should love one another. Mi- 
chael had often thought^ that had he still possessed his 
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eje-sight, he might have been more selfish — more ex- 
olasively devoted to the temporal interest of his own 
family, and more lukewarm in the interest of his Hea- 
venly Master. He attributed no merit to himself in 
any kind action which he had been enabled to perform ; 
but his conscience rewarded him by the most delightful 
of all feelings — gratitude to God. 

There were now two orphans living under his roof, 
his own brother Abel's Martha and M'ary Morrison. 
Never were any two creatures more different^ yet they 
were equally grateful^ and in a month or two after 
Abraham Morrison's deaths it might almost have been 
said^ equally happy. Martha had never known much 
deep heart-grief^ but then she had endured toil^ trou- 
ble^ hardships and neglect during the worst years of 
her life^ and during the best her happiness had sprung 
up of itself^ whatever it might have been^ against not 
a few depressing circumstances of which the misery 
had been felt^ although overcome. Since she came to 
Bracken-Braes^ no one could be more content and 
cheerful^ showing her enjoyment of life^ not by any 
starts of delight or sallies of glee^ but by a perpetual 
vivacity that kept her stirring from morning to night 
in solitary occupations^ which^ whether easy or labori- 
ousj seemed alike sources of the liveliest satisfaction. 
Martha was now quite a Scotch girl^ an epithet which 

♦ 

she had borne in EUesmere^ without any very good 
title to what was so respectable ; yet still something of 
the Westmoreland dialect blended with the Doric of the 
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Selkirk Braes^ and at times recalled pleasant remem<* 
branoes of the distant Vicarage. The first time that 
Michael stood beside his brother Abel's grave^ with 
Martha by his side^ who read the letters on the stone 
rather with a grave curiosity than any mournful emotion^ 
for what more could they well be to her but mere chisel- 
led chi^acters^ his heart travelled back to the garden at 
Dovenest^ and into another world of pleasant years that 
seemed almost as much apart from that in which he 
now lived; as two separate states of existence ! He 
thought too of his father's love for Abel^ and his con- 
science told him that he had not forgotten the old 
man's dying words. Such remembrances might not 
noW; after so many years^ be very frequent^ but they 
never recurred without refreshing his whole moral be- 
ing, and deepening his contentment, his gratitude, and 
his faith. 

Towards Mary Morrison, the feelings of the whole 
family, if not of a more affectionate, were of a deeper 
kind. But for them she might have been wholly lost, 
and the gradual revival of her disconsolate, and once 
almost broken heart, was a daily delight to them all, 
but far beyond others, to Lucy. There was nothing 
approaching to jealousy in Martha's mind towards 
Mary ; on the contrary, thf^ warm-hearted girl always 
behaved to her with a thoughtful tenderness, which 
made Lucy love her niece more than she had ever done 
before, and anxious to show her at all times that there 

was no preference of Mary Morrison, in any thing that 

4 
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could wound either pride or affection. Martha \;iras 
certainly inferior to them both^ in fineness and ten- 
derness and depth of character ; but still they had no 
feelings^ in which she could not in her own way and 
measure sympathise^ and she sometimes won upon 
their very closest affection^ by unexpected and casual 
glimpses of sensibilities that her ordinary deportment 
did not display^ but which yet slumbered in her na- 
ture^ and were fated^ at no very distant time^ to be cal- 
led into play^ in the more difficult duties of mature 
life. 

As for the Maynes> it is wonderful how happy they 
all were at Ladyside. Jacob's eldest daughter had been 
requested in marriage by one of the most respectable 
young men in the whole parish^ the only son of a con- 
siderable heritor ; and this events independent of its na- 
tural interest to a Other's hearty relieved his too 
anxious and foreboding mind from all the worst fears 
about his family in case of his own death. 

Isaac had cost his father much money-*-€iuch now 
were Jacob's own words when speaking of his dead son 
to his very intimate friends^ and without the remotest 
meaning of censure — so that it was generally supposed 
that there was *a heavy mortgage on the property for- . 
merly belonging to Richard Mayne. Such thoughts^ ve- 
ry natural^ and not at all reprehensible^ came to Jacob's 
mind along with the influence of time and the oper- 
ation of many other better reflections^ till by mid-sum- 
mer a stranger going in to Ladyside^ might have re- 
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mained there a whole day without seeing or hearing 
any thing to make him suspect^ that a few months aga 
death had taken away him who had been the pride of 
the whole house. 

It was again midsummer^ and no less than two 
whole years had revolved since Lucy had set out at 
midnight^ under the guidance o)c Edward Ellis^ for 
EUesmere. These two years had brought her to wo- 
man's estate — ^and now^ in her seventeenth June^ per- 
haps her friends at the Vicarage^ were they to see her 
now^ would scarcely know her to be the same maiden that 
came so suddenly upon them;, on that day of rain and 
thunder^ weeping and sobbing on account of her dying 
mother. These friends had not forgotten her^ and the 
hour had come^ when Ruth Colinson and her brother 
Miles were indeed at Bracken-Braies. 

Beautifully prepared for their arrival was the avenue^ 
the green^ the garden^ and the cottage. Agnes and 
Lucy remembered the exquisite neatness of every thing 
in and about the English Vicarage^ and almost des- 
paired of equalling what seemed to be peculiar to the 
character of that country. There was a richness^ too^ 
of verdure and bloom at Ellesmere^ with which nothing 
in their own poor pastoral part of Scotland could pre- 
tend to vie ; and coming from all those woods and 
groves sounding with their open or hidden water- 
falls, what would the Colihsons think of their lone Val- 
ley, and the Heriot- Water wiihpling along the open 

pastures ? But these thoughts had been only half sin- 

10 
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cere> and as the sun rose on one of the fairest morn* 
ings that the summer had brought^ Lucy eyed the 
phioe with pride^ and was glad that their friends from 
England were to arrive at Bracken- Braes during such 
heavenly weather. In the cool of the evening before^ 
all the shrubberies had been watered-*a slight sprink« 
ling of bright blue gravel from the burn had given a 
sj)irit of liveliness to the avenue and all the plants 
through which it winded along^ and it seemed as if 
every bee in the Parish were in the Plane-Tree^ so loud 
and yet so lulling was the sound in that umbrageous 
Tent, 

Ruth and her brother had been true to the very hour^ 
and never had there been a happier meeting than now 
befel in front of that Cottage. Martha was no insigni- 
ficant personage on this occasion ; and for a short time 
Lucy left all the questions to her^ preserving all her 
own kindest whisperings to Ruth for the shadows of 
the evening. 

This visit awoke in the hearts of Michael and Agnes 
the most distressing and the most delightful lemem- 
brances belonging to their whole life^ and while Lucy 
accompanied Ruth and Miles all about the braes^ and 
not unfrequently to the Hirsts the only old Place worth 
seeing to strangers^ they remained at home conversing 
about the Vicarage, and the mercy shown to them by their 
Maker in that crisis. But after the first week Michael 
also took his staff, and made one of the party on many 
of their excursions ; and on all such walks, Lucy more 
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and more regarded Milefi CoUnson with esteem and 
affection^ for then he showed himself forth in converse 
with her father^ and his were talents strong by nature^ 
and nobly endowed by sciences in which there is no 
deception^ and that give a simple and unostentatious 
dharacter to the whole mind of him by whom they are 
successfully pursued. How superior seemed to Lucy 
the calm settled knowledge of such a mind as that of 
Miles Colinson^ to the wild and disturbed eccentrid-* 
ties^ which with all his feeling and genius had fatally 
characterized that of Isaac Mayne ! This knowledge 
was clearly in alliance with virtue. Here^ heart and 
mind yirete almost different words for the same thing;, 
and Lucy^ when Miles was speaking to her father on 
«uch subjects as she could understand, did not so much 
think about his abilities as his dispositions, for a cer^ 
tain considerate sweetness of sentiment embued all 
he said with the common spirit of humanity. Yet, was 
Miles Colinson fit to b^ compared in her imagination 
with Edward Ellis, the graceful, and elegant, and 
beautiful boy that had once laid himself down and 
watched over her while she slept by that mossy well 
in the desert^ with no other living thing near them but 
the moorland birds, and the bees murmuring through her 
dreams am^g the flowers and heather-bells of the so- 
litary mountains ? But that was a childish vision, and 
never again could it find an abiding place within a bo- 
som not yet indeed depressed, but still somewhat 
hushed by the almost unconscious influence of the sha- 
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dows of time stealing upon her altered being ! The 
past^ while it rose up before her^ now always possessed 
the character of a dream^ and like a dream stood apart 
by itself from the realities of the living world. Such 
dreams visit every human hearty sometimes perhaps 
sickening it by the contrast^ yet oftener inspiring gra- 
titude^ for in all their beauty^ what are they but the 
golden mist that shrouds all objects in undistinguish- 
able delight^ and veils from youthful eyes the real 
shapes and lineaments of nature ^ 

Besides^ Lucy's whole mind was now woman-grown^ 
and all the relations of life had been^ oftener than she 
knew^ meditated upon by her with their delights and 
duties. The conversations that took place every even- 
ing by the fireside when all were sitting t<^ether^ were 
often of a lights but never of a trifling nature. Pure 
were all Lucy's thoughts as the well in which she dipt 
her pitcher^ but they were familiar with all sacred 
household words ; and as she beheld herself in her mir- 
ror which^ dose to the window of her bed-room reflect- 
ed not only her face and figure^ but all the flowering 
richness of the avenue^ and the beauty of the broomy- 
braes^ she would sometimes slowly retire^ and then as 
slowly return in her rejoicing beauty^ like a bridb on 
her wedding-morn ; and it may be^ wondering in a tran- 
sient thought^ if it were impossible that she could h^ 
now beloved by Miles Colinson^ as she had once been> 
by one far away over the roaring seas ! 

Poor Mary Morrison^ the blossoms of whose early af-» 
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fections had been so soon dismally blighted^ thought 
now of nothing else than Lucy and j^Mr Colinsen. 
Could she see Lucy married to such a man^ then would 
all her own cares be forgotten. The sight of such 
pure^ calm^ thoughtful and profound affection as was 
dawning upon her eyes sometimes almost made her 
weep^ for although her conscience had not much to re- 
proach her with in her unhappy love for Mark Thorn- 
hill^ how different had been his wooing from this ! How 
uncertain^ and how troubled^ — ^how deceitful in its sin- 
cerest tenderness^ — how cruel in its close^ — and then 
what distraction on that bed of death! Theirs were 
the first gentle beginnings of mutual faith — of love 
almost before the hearts in which they were arising^ 
knew with what kind of delight it was that they were 
80 sweetly stirred. There were truth — simplicity-^ho- 
nour — and religion^ all united in one holy purpose^ 
and yet that purpose scarcely known to those bosoms of 
^which^ nevertheless^ it shaped and coloured all the 
very lightest and the very gravest thoughts. '^ In for- 
mer days> sometimes when sitting by ourselves on the 
sunny braes^ I have said to Lucy that I would be her 
bridesmaid — some far happier creature than me must 
now stand in that place ; — but perhaps I may be al- 
lowed to go with Lucy Colinson to Ellesmere^ and me- 
thinks these hands o' mine could better than ony ither 
but her ain put up her bonny hair^ and adorn her like 
a lily on her wedding-day. No black must be worn on 
that holy morning of sadness and joy ; and I \Vill lay 



THE FOAESTEBS. 329 

aside my weeds for one day^ returning to them again 
by the next sun^ for they are tokens of my affection for 
him who is gone, and also of my sin and repentance." 
But what did Miles Colinson think of Lucy Forest- 
er ? He could not forget the hour when first he saw 
Ruth wringing out the rain &om her ringlets> as she 
stood among them in the Vicarage^ beseeching them to 
say if her moth^ was indeed alive. But now those 
ringlets^ although they had lost something of^ that 
sunny glow which the tempest could not tame with 
all its deluge^ were far more lovely than ever^ in 
the subdued and tender light that shone over her 
thoughtful forehead. Then she had been accustomed 
to gaze on every thing she beheld^ with the almost 
instinctive delight of childhood^ — ^but now Lucy un- 
derstood more of the meanings on the face of nature^ 
and looked over the Heaven and the earth with a spi- 
rit of piety that felt God to be there^ even while all her 
thoughts were about her fellow-creatures and their ha- 
bitations. Even when Lucy spoke of that festival on 
Windermere^ which at the time had seemed to be more 
like a glorious train of sights passing in the trance of a 
fairy dream than a scene transacting on the bosom and 
the banks of a real lake^ it was with a calm and al- 
most melancholy voice ; for was she ever again to be- 
hold those clouds^ an4 woods^ and water&lls> shadow- 
ed far down within the depths of that mirror, over 
whose surface not an air breathed to veil with dim suf- 
fusion the reflected scenery of earth and heaven ? 



I 
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" Am I ever again to be at EUesmere/' thought Lucj ; 
and the same thought^ more eager^ ardent^ impassioned^ 
and overwhelming^ was in the heart of him to whom 
Lucy was every hour becoming dearer and more dear^ 
till even the very sense of her surpassing beauty 
was lost in a love that lived upon her whole delightful 
character^ and could never die away while life last- 
ed^ even if that beauty were to be utterly extinguished 
— for still the maiden at his side would be Lucy Fo* 
rester^ and none but she was ever to be cherished in his 
hearty whether it had been already doomed that she 
was thenceforth to be to him but a shadow^ or a steady- 
light that might shine on him for ever ! 

It was not possible that Miles Colinson's growing at- 
tachment to Lucy could escape the notice of any one 
of those most interested in her welfare^ and Michael 
and Agnes^ happy as they would both be beyond their 
imagination of happiness were their daughter to be* 
come the wife of such a man^ almost wished that he 
w6re gone from Bracken-Braes. They did not know 
whether such a connection^ — and yet perhaps the very 
forethought was altogether but an idle dream^ — might 
be agreeable to the worthy Vicar, The visit had mere- 
ly been one of a friendly return ; and such consequen- 
ces as now seemed far from improbable could never 
have entered into the minds of Mr Colinson's parents 
when he and Ruth left EUesmere. There almost 
seejued to the high and independent mind of Michael 
Forester something clandestine^ or at least not perfect* 
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ly open^ in thus allowing the affection of the guest be- 
low his roof to grow into a deeply rooted attachment 
for his own daughter^ without being perfectly certain 
that such an attachment would be approved by- those 
who were not indeed privileged to dispose of their son's 
feelings^ but certainly to guide theip^ and to be con- 
sulted in their final decision. Agnes felt the same 
difficulty and delicacy in this situation ; but Aunt Iso- 
bel considered the subject in a very different light. 
'^ What's the use^ children^ o' making yourselves un- 
happy aboat what is one day to be the greatest blessing 
that ever shone upon us frae Heaven^ either at Dove- 
nest or Bracken-Braes ? My troths there is nae occa- 
sion to pity the folk at the Vicarage. A Grand Vicar 
Apostolic o' the Episcopalian Church the Young Man's 
fftthermauu' indeed be^ if Lucy Forester be not worthy 
of marrying into his fieunily ! For my ain part, I like 
the lad, God forgie me, very near as well as Mr Ellis 
himself — and he was a boy o' many thousand — ^but will 
any body tell me that he deserves our Lucy ? And 
yet he loves her well — ^that I caif see, dim and auld as 
are my een noo — ^and will love her better and better as 
lang as he lives. For he has a strong thoughtfu' heart, 
that young Mr Colinson, and gin I am not sore mis- 
ta'en, a clear conscience ; and when such a one loveth a 
maiden, it is not for her face, or her een, or her breast, 
although that maiden be our bonny Lucy hersel', but 
for something that endureth ana fadeth not away, tha 
soul within us being immortal." 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 



Thirty long days^ certainly in general the finest of 
«11 the year in Scotland, from the middle of June to 
the middle of July, had floated away down the sky 
since Ruth and Miles Colinson had first found them- 
selves domesticated at BracJuen^Braes. Scarcely dur- 
ing all that time had there been a dim forenoon, or 
any other than golden sunsets. Such weather may be 
objected to on account of sameness, and deficiency in 
picturesque and poetical effects ; but it gives ample 
scope of time to hill-wanderers, and their walks of dis- 
covery between mom and eve, unimpeded by swollen 
rivulet or dripping fern, can embrace vale after vale- 
glen after glen — secret chasm known but to natives — 

wide moors not without a spirit of lonesome beauty — 

» 

lochs miles asunder — and the cataract far up among 
the mountains, the boundary indeed of the journey, 
and beneath whose overshadowing birches, within 
reach of the dewy spray, the Pilgrims may find shelter 
frdm the mid-day heat, and spread their table in the 
peaceful wilderness. 
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But the last evening they were to pass at Brachen- 
Braes was now about to descend ; and although there 
was no reason for melancholy^ a pleasant pensiveness 

* 

seemed deepening below the shadow of the Plane-Tree. 
Ruth and Myles had taken farewell of the few £eimi« 
lies in whose houses they had familiarly sat^ especially 
those at Raeshaw^ Ladyside> and the Manse ; so there 
was nothing more to do in the view of their departure. 
Lucy^ Ruth^ Mary Morrison^ and Martha^ walked 
down the Heriot- Water in that uncertain and uncon- 
cemed state of mind as to their movements that every 
one feels when affected by mingled pleasure and pain. 
Miles Colinson was glad to see the groupie tripping 
across the bridge of the Whin-Holms^ for' he was de*- 
sirous of being alone for an hour with Michael and 
Agnes^ nor did he care if Aunt Isobel were also to hear 
his confessions. 

There was but little chance of any visitor coming to 
Bracken-Braes at that hour of the evening ; but Miles 
Colinson thought neither the Parlour nor the Plane 
sufficiently safe from interruption^ so he requested his 
friends to walk with him a little way up the hill be- 
hind the house^ in among the hazles^ hollies^ ahd yews^ 
where there were several little glades^ as perfectly 
retired^ within a hundred yards of the porch^ as if they 
had been in the heart of a forest. In one of these 
they took their seats on the limb of an old disinterred 
tree ; and while one and' all suspected what might be 
the nature of the eommmunication^ yet not one of them 
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would have been surprised^ liad Miles Colinson intro- 
duced quite another subject. 

Miles at once declared with earnestness but com- 
posure, for he felt too profoundly to be visibly agita- 
ted, that he loved Lucy, and hoped that if he were so 
happy as to gain her affections, her parents would give 
their consent to the marriage. He acknowledged that 
as yet he had no reason to believe that her regard for 
him was at all of the nature of, love, and that indeed 
the idea of her extreme youth had often so influenoed 
his behaviour towards her, that he was aware she 
could now only think of him as an elder brother. He 
felt that he owed it to Lucy's simplicity and innocence, 
to the parental kindness with which he had been re- 
ceived at Bracken-Braes, and to the character and con- 
dition of Mr Forester, — for now for the first time in 
his life he alluded to Michael's blindness, — ^to the re- 
membrance of all that happened when they were at the 
Vicarage, — and to his own father andmother, — to confess 
in this manner the state of his affections, before he 
even endeavoured to win Lucy's heart. " I dare not now 
speak to your daughter of love or marriage, Mr Fores- 
ter ; for were Lucy to hear me with averted eyes, 
methinks I could not bear to live ; but all I beseech of 
you is leave to hope, that if in future months or years 
Lucy should give me her affections you will not dislike 
me for a son-in-law." 

Both Michael and Agnes, when Miles Colinson had 
ceased speaking, thought of themselves, and that sweet 
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spring Sabbath^ more than seventeen years ago^ when 
in the gardens of Dovenest they found that a few words 
had betrothed them^ and that a new lights fairer than 
ever they had beheld before^ was stealing over the woods 
of Drydeu. Agnes was now sitting by Michael's side> 
and laid her hand in sudden happiness upon his> which 
was not slow to return its pressure. '^ If I live/' said 
Michael^ '^ to see the day on which you will call Lucy 
your wife, this world will be almost too happy for her 
blind father V* The fine and delicate spirit of Agnes 
had felt unspeakable delight in the reverence with which 
Mr Colilison had behaved to her husband, and the ex- 
quisite tenderness he had shown towards Lucy's youth 
and innocence. This was indeed love — love such as she 
had herself enjoyed for so many years-^uninterrupted 
— ^unimpaired — ^indestructible in its sanctity and in 
the preserving spirit of human joy that, but for love 
would foil— die — and be buried like the flowers of the 
senseless earth. 

Isobel alone stood up, and her eyes shining with a 
lustre like that of youth looked towards the setting 
sun. " I see long years of happiness preparing for 
them by that hand, which is over all His works. Yes, 
I have seen my Agnes the happiest of the happy — as 
she is, and ever was, the best of the good — ^and now, 
lo ! her Maker hath also blessed my Lucy, and her life 
and her latter end shall be peace." 

But now voices were heard below, and Lucy's was 
among them ; and, from the deadened sound, it was 
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plain the party had sat down beneath the Plane-Tree. 
Although but few words had been uttered by those as- 
sembled in that glade^ yet a weight of solemn and sacred 
meaning had lain upon their language. Miles Colin- 
son^ without any pain> was willing to obey the injunc- 
tions of Lucy's parents^ not to address her till the fol- 
lowing summer^ having been assured by them that 
there was no danger of her heart yielding to any other 
attachment. From their affectionate prayers for his 
welfare he felt that in his absence they would not only 
prevent his image from fading altogether away from 
Lucy's hearty but would hold it always before her in 
the most favourable and endearing light. In that 
hopeful state of mind^ he begun to dwell upon little 
circumstances that had occurred between him and 
Lucy> that seemed now^ although they were too inde- 
finite even to be named^ to be not wholly insignificant ; 
and indeed had he not been^ although aware of his 
own moral worth and intellectual acquirements^ a more 
than usually modest person respecting any power over 
the female heart — a power which he had never before 
thought of very seriously exerting — ^he might have be- 
lieved^ without any very great mistake^ that Lucy's 
eyes regarded him with a pleasure that although not 
what could be called lovcj was something at her tend- 
er age far better, from which would in due time 
be made to spring, " that consummate flower," which 
can only unfold tp perfect beauty in the light of ma- 
tured reason. 
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Certainly that evenings although the la8t» was the 
.happiest that Miles . GolinsoiL had past at Beacken- 
•Braes. I/ucyv altogether luicdiisciofM a£ being' taoti^only 
the object of all- .-his hire, but fiaut'might be -saidi. affi- 
anced tOthim.by'paxentS) who feared not but that her 
affectimiB .would -soon/ gHde into laat bosenii. sat : wi^ 
her arm round Auth'a iieok^ and gaveihef'^ Ofvier aiid 
over again^ 'the kindest .'messages tO;her fiaAli^ and mct- 
therj independent^' o£ta: long letlerv'wHicfi<.she:had 
wrifete&'somelhing in<the»fonii of ta journal.' . M ilea had 
made many pendl sketches ni^ th^ scenii9ry of . H^ylee^ 
whiohXiucy had.niBtec bdbnei thought sd beautiful, in 
Tealityy much 'as she loved it -all^ and he asked her :to 
keep, them fbr ins sake/ Laoy premised to do aO' ii^Utr 
ootia bfaishy but with! the mo^ benign eyei^ ^nd'witii 
Milesileanidg over her^ ariungedi acceding jtcriMsewown 
likings the small green nooks with a few shfi^ or two 
or thsee' cattte feedings or, standing belovt a Tock— a 
little broomy oa:ds in the blaekneas of . a Sbottiah moor 
— A waterfiedl^-^ayey-even, the Linn of.- the* :Hot7let% 
Neat: dosed in by gentle braea.in its fiylran kmeli*- 
new front all but the sil^it sky— ^a glade in. the Hirst 
woods^ selected by Lucy herself, because one of the 
&vourite haunts of Emma Cranstoun. These, and many 
more, she promised, as she was asked, to keep for his 
sake-; nor did she conceal her joy at the thought of vi- 
siting EUesmere, which Michael said was not impos- 
sible next summer, unless indeed the Vicar and Mrs 
Colinson would come to them at Bracken-Braes. " The 
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Lady of the Hirsts" said Jjucy, " will be coming home 
next summer^ for^ by the blessing of Ood^ her health 
is now perfectly restored by the air of those sweet fo- 
reign lands— and I must not be away when she re- 
turns." But Miles Colinson^ from her affectionate 
looks when she was thus thinking of £llesmere> drew 
the most delightful hopes^ and said with a smile^ '^ that ^ 
for the future^ they would all trust in Providence." 
Lucy had shown some of Emma Cranstoun's letters^ 
first to Ruth and then to her brother^ for they contained 
no secrets that might not be heard by any friend she 
had ; and Miles Colinson could not but be still prouder 
of his Lucy — for to himself he had sometimes dared to 
call her so^ when the sunshine danced into his heart— on 
thinking how highly that accomplished Lady estimated 
her character^ and how tenderly she admitted her into 
her friendship. 

Early next morning a parting took place without a 
tear beneath the Plane-Tree> and as long as Ruth and 
her brother were visible^ many a ^Effewell was waft- 
ed to them down the vale^ by hand and kerchief—* 
many a prayer sent after them, when they had disap- 
peared. 
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CHAPTER XL. 



The harvest in the parish of Holylee was this sea- 
son a late one^ and there had been much cold and in- 
clement weather during the ripening months so that 
well on in October^ the crops^ especially on the uplands^ 
were stiU green, and promised badly for the threshing- 
floor. Since the time Michael Forester came to Brac- 
ken-Braes, there had been much more land brought in- 
to tillage, along the course of the Heriot- Water, and 
except now and then in a late and unfavourable season 
like this, the new agriculture had been far from unpro- 
ductive. It so happened that there were a greater 
number of acres under the plough this year than any 
previous one, and there was even a want of hands for 
the harvest. What happens in one hill parish, gene- 

t 

rally happens in a great measure in another, and bands 
of shearers were now traversing the south of Scotland, 
some of them even from the most distant Highlands. 

A small band, consisting of father, son, and daughter, 
had looked in at Bracken-Braes, and were hired for a 
fortnight. At the expiration of that time, they were 
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to go to Ladyside^ and it was probable they might get 
a few days likewise at Raeshaw. They had not been 
at Braoken-Braes half-a-week^ till Donald Eraser had 
told the story of his not uneventful life. 

Donald had been a soldier^ and had seen service 
on the sands of Egypt^ under Abercromby. Al- 
though not the Highlander who took the Invincible 
Standard^ he would not have been slow in taking it had 
it come in his way^ and a bayonet in his hand must 
have been an unchancy weapon. Unfortunately his 
broad breast and brawny limbs had escaped without a 
wounds so Donald had no pension. Foreign ^warfeffej 
and foreign climate had done his constitution some 
wrongs and to say the truths except by fits and starts^ 
it did not appear that Donald had ever been very fond 
of work. On leaving the army^ which he had been 
forced to do by rheumatism that at one time threat- 
ened to leave him lame for life^ he took up his abode in 
a hut near the head of the Dee^ the most mountainous 
region perhaps in Bcotland. He had left a wife and 
two children there when he joined the Forty-secondj 
and soon after his return^ his wife died^ leaving him to 
provide^ as best he could in that solitary region^ for 
Hamish and Flora. Year after year had passed away, 
and there had never been any absolute want of food or 
raiment^ such as they were, in Donald's hut. The 
lochs were full of trout, the river of salmon, the heather 
mountains of grouse, and the forest of deer, and Don- 
ald had several fishing-rods and one rifle. Now that 
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his son and daughter were grown up^ they had for se- 
veral harvests sallied into the Lowlands^ sometimes 
walking and working their way by Montrose and Kirk* 
aldy^ and on the last occasion, coming direct from 
Aberdeen to Edinburgh, by the Brilliant Steam 
Yacht. 

Hamish was about nineteen years of age, of quiet 
manners and inoffensive disposition, as most Highland- 
ers are when not put out of their way ; but bold, active, 
and patient of hunger, cold, and toil. Beside his fa- 
ther, who was almost of gigantic mould, Hamish seem- 
ed little more than a dwarf ; but he was in fact rather 
above the middle size, slim, straight, and muscular, 
every motion betokening the possession of strength and 
agility not thrown away on useless pastimes, but re- 
served for occasions of real need. The courtesy for 
which his poorest and most uneducated countrymen are 
so pleasingly distinguished, marked his demeanour in 
a more than ordinary degree, and when he threw aside 
his bonnet, his freckled and weather-beaten counte- 
nance, without being remarkable for one single feature, 
except perhaps its light blue and sincere eyes, was ex- 
tremely agreeable, and when lighted up with a smile, 
even handsome below its curls of yellow hair. There 
was not a better hopk on the corn-rigg than the young 
Highlander, for, besides going over much ground in 
little time, he left the stubble no higher than his ankle. 
As for food, he cared not about it, nor what it was, if 
wholesome— barley-meal and goat's milk had still been 
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the chief fare in the hut by the Linn of Dee^ although 
it must be confessed that a more potent liquor^ when it 
came in the way^ was in no disrepute^ and that the old 
man especially^ although he knew his besetting sin^ 
was not very cautious against temptation. 

Flora Fraser was one of those perfectly simple and 
hannless — ^say at once^ innocent creatures-— of whom it 
is thought we may read in old songs and ballads^ the 
fictions of imaginative minds in lowly life> but no where 
existing even in the hut farthest remote from the haunts 
of men. But in those little traditionary strains of feel- 
ing^ and of genius^ the human spirit speaks of itself no 
more than the truth ; and although to those who live 
not among the lonely dwellers in the wild^ and know 
them most imperfectly from the mere appearances of 
their outward condition^ such pictures may seem false 
and visionary^ yet the colours are true as those of twi- 
light or the sunset heavens^ and touched by an uner- 
ring hand obeying the genuine impulses of nature. 
Flora had slept all her life on heather or straw — ^and 
little or no care had ever been taken to keep her mind 
from the knowledge of those evils^ and vices^ and sins> 
that^ like the seeds of plants^ seemed to be wafted by 
the winds into the most secluded and solitary places, 
and sometimes grow there with a rank luxuriance, even 
below the same atmosphere that cherishes all the best 
charities of life. Although her father protected his 
daughter's virtue, and would have killed the man who 
offered to corrupt it, yet the rough old soldier had of 
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course little delicacy of thinking, or of speaking, and 
had not only witnessed, but taken a part in many a scene 
of turbulent and reckless enjoyment in thosi& bloody 
but triumphant companies. But still, like some beau-^ 
tiful small bird of the mountains, that rises up with 
unstained and shining plumage, from the dankest 
marsh, and in the midst of the raining mists, young 
Flora Fraser had retained all the hues of her native in- 
nocence, and returned home from her walks or occupa- 
tions among' the mountains, happy as that bird to its 
nest. And now cheerful in the haughs or on the up- 
lands of Holy lee, as in the glens that open down to her 
own river, she sung her old Gaelic songs around Bracken^ 
Braes, or sat sheltered in her tartan plaid, when the 
sleet came 'strong, below the hills that wanted the 
heather on which, from infancy, she had watched her 
few sheep, and goats at the foot of the great Highland 
mountains. 

Martha, who, for the last years of her childhood, had 
always been a worker in the open air, was not con- 
tented to remain at home in domestic occupations, and 
now joined the shearers. She and Hamish Fraser were 
together on the same com-rigg ; and, busy as they all 
were, still there was time for talk even during their 
work; and then, at meals taken in the field by the 
hedge-side, on some bank below a tree-— all was glee 
and merriment with every group. Hamish and Mar- 
tha were at first fellow-shearers, then acquaintances,' 
and then friends ; and, before the fortnight was over. 
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tmk all tlM fidds oorevcd wtth stodka, or araie of them 
kft BdEcd ¥]r the wauH npidly inofuig to and fro £rom 
Ae atack-jard, tiiej were note ta each odier than 
ffiaBdi, eicm lavan in all the irannkh and tenderness 
of TonthM alfoctioa. The Fiasers always, after the 
dafa work, wafted down to the village to their beds, 
isa amaHjipaitmait there ; and it didnot reqoire muBh 
persBaaifla to mdnoe MarUia oocasioiially toaooonqpany 
them, wfai]e4ild Daaaldled tiie way with his hag-pipe> 
tint aonnded with a wild antlandish mnsic among the 
liiaci Isnicnts andnuusches, melancholy or exulting, as 
ower chiefr that had £dlen, or with kilted battalions 
mshing to battle. Loto was made both in diade and 
sunshine, without those yoong creatnres knowing that 
it waa love ; and, on the evening before the Highland 
party were to move to Ladyside, Martha promised to 
marry Hamiah Fraser, and to go with him, if he diose, 
to the world's end. 

Donald' Uamed in no measared terms his son's folly, 
and tried to firigfaten the yoong lover» by terrific pictures 
of the married life ; but he had himself done 'the same 
thing in his youth ; and when he saw that a marrii^ 
it would be, he gave Martha his blessing. Flora, too, 
dieerfiilly called her sister, for Martha was too pas- 
sionately attached to Hamish not to give her affection 
freely to one so near a-kin to him. Lucy Forester was 
not held the less dear— »nor did she become forgetful or 
ungrateful to her uncle and aunt ; yet still from Brac- 
ken-Braes she was willing to go, and fearlessly, and 
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without an hoar's hesitation^ to enter into the uncertain 
prospects of a new life. 

Not a little surprise was given to them all^ at Mi- 
chael's fireside^ by this unexpected event; but what 
had happened was not to be changed. There was some- 
thing to regrets but not to blame ; and^ since Martha 
would go, it was now their duty to be as kind to her, 
on her departure, as they had been during her stay, 
and, in as far as lay in their power, to contribute to the 
oomfiort .«&d respectability of her condition. Nature, 
where these is no guilt, may as well be allowed to take 
its course,- even when prudence would say nay. Per- 
haps there was some wilfulness in Martha's disposition 
which could only fruitlessly have been opposed, and 
if thwarted, would have affected not only her fu- 
turcvhapiuness, but her very nature ; and, judging con- 
siderately and affecti<Miately what was, on the whole, 
best for her condition and circumstances, Michael and 
Agnes used few arguments to dissuade her firom her 
resolves ; and then made a promise, which they faith- 
fully kept, to treat her the same as ever while she 
stayed at Bracken-Braes, and to send her, not only 
with their best prayer and advice, but with substan- 
tial comforts, into the wide world. 
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CHAPTER XLI. 



Thb three merry harvest-homes^ at Raeshaw^ Lady- 
side^ and Kacken-Braes were not over till the first 
week in December. Many of the latest waggons left 
the marks of their wheels on the snow^ and some patch- 
es of grain that never ripened at all fed the working- 
horses in the field or stable. The large kitchens of 
these houses exhibited^ each on its own nighty a feast 
that was not long of melting away before many well- 
earned appetites — ^there was no distinction of rank be- 
tween master and servant^ heritor or hind^ at these 
plenteous boards — ^nor was there any need of crabbed 
censor to restrain the harmless wit^ that ever and anon 
set the table in a titter^ or a roar. Soon as the few 
toasts had been given^ at the head of which^ even be- 
fore his well-beloved Majesty^ Great George the King^ 
came not with loud cheers^ but low murmuring con- 
gratulations^ " The Lady of the Hirst/' tables^ chairs^ 
and forms were expeditiously removed^ and the floor 
cleared for the dance^ reel^ or jig — for waltz^ or cotil- 
lon^ were yet unknown^ while Bauldy Baird^ successor 
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to Blind Sandy Paisley^ now under the mouls^ screw- 
ed his strings to the sticking-place^ and after a few pre- 
lusive flourishes^ broke^ with all his birr^ into the Came- 
ronian rant ^ or Lord Macdonald's reel. Martha and the 
young Highlander were conspicuous for the right good 
will with which they tripped it and flung it to the gay 
strathspeys. Lucy did not decline the awkward bow^ 
and the bony hand of the homeliest suitor^ and even 
Mary Morrison herself was once or twice on the floor^ 
although she preferred sitting with Agnes and Isobel> 
or making herself useful among the refreshments. 
Old Donald had still in the room his unmerciful bag- 
pipe^ and among the " sma' hours^" without asking 
leave of any one^ blew up his chanter^ and to the an- 
gry dismay of Bauldy Baird^ whose fiddle was then no 
more heard than if it had been Iei mouse ^^ cheepin' in 
the riggin'/' filled the house with a din> that made ma- 
ny a pretty girl put her hands to her ears, and no 
doubt sorely disturbed the bonny grey cock^ and his 
wives and fEonily^ in his adjoining roost beyond the 
hallan. 

Now that all these festivities were over^ and winter 
had fiEurly set in^ who to make amends for his absence 
the year- before^ brought with him his most boisterous 
train of stonns and sniows^^the Highlanders spoke of 
taking their departurer— not for their hiit'at the Linn of 
Dee, for. that they had -left for, ever and a day^ but 
for distant Canada. Donald Fraser had for many 
years been impatient of his poor and uncertain^ and 
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often inactive life^ and had resolved to emigrate. He 
knew that he had a brother in Canada^ although he had 
not for a long time heard directly from himself^ and 
that he was also in a prosperous condition. Many of 
his countrymen^ and not a few of his clan were settled 
therej and the old soldier^ who had been in all climates^ 
c^red not if he should leave his bones in a foreign soil^ 
since it was tilled by Highland hands. Hamish and 
Flora were willing to go with their father^ and they 
were buoyed up by the adventurous spirit of youths that 
looked with an imaginative eye into a life beyond the 
seas. It was not to be thought that Martha would be 
the one of the party most prone to regret or fear ; she 
had been contented in Elle^mere^ happy at Bracken- 
Braes> and she ndw hoped to be even more than happy 
in the Canadian woods. 

Michael Forester could not^ however^ agree to their 
plan of embarking at Greenock. in a vessel just then 
about to sail^ and insisted on their waiting till.the win* 
ter hurricanes were over^ and taking advantage of the 
more moderate breezes of early spring. With some 
difficulty the stubborn veteran was prevailed on to re- 
main in the neighbourhood for a few months; and 
Ewebank^ which^ since Abraham Morrison's deaths had 
been untenanted^ was soon put into a habitable state. 
Donald and his son took immediate possessions—Mi- 
chael sent over one of his best milch-cows^ and an old 
oak chesty by way of girnel^ well filled in its two depart- 
ments mth oat and barley meal. Isobel added a few 
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of her celebrated mutton-hams ; and old Donald him- 
self, who^ if there was a still within six miles^ scented 
it out with miraculous sagacity^ procured by some in- 
explicable means^ a tolerable sized cask of mountain- 
dew^ in which he endeavoured to assure his sceptical 
friend Mr Forester that there was not a single head- 
ache « 

Both the veteran and his son got plenty of winter 
work to do^ and earned good wages. Martha was still 
an inmate of Bracken-Braes^ but there were few days 
on which she did not see her lover. It was fixed that 
the wedding was to take place on' her birth day, in the 
middle of February^ when she would have completed 
her seventeenth year— and they were to tdke their 
passage in the first Greenock ship that was to sail for 
Canada in March. 

Meanwhile every hand was busy within Bracken- 
Braes getting ready clothes and comforts of all kinds 
for the voyage and their Canadian dwelling. Martha 
had never seeiped to care much about dress before, al- 
though her Westmoreland education had taught her 
at all times to be neat and tidy about the house as a 
swallow-^but now she half imitated the way in which 
Lucy put up her hair, and half-adorned her ringlets by 
more careful and assiduous touches of her own taste. In 
compliment to Hamish, or rather in undesigning sym- 
pathy, she sent all the way to Edinburgh for a plaid of 
the Fraser tartan ; and whether it was that her features 
and complexion suited the colours of the web, or that 
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her £ace was now tinged and animated by the glow of 
youthful passion^ Martha certainly never had looked 
half 8o well before^ and might even be said to have some 
pretensions to beauty. But Martha had no pretensions 
to any thing she did not possess ; and any little altera- 
tion that now took place^ either in her appearance, her 
manners^ or her general conduct, .proceeded entirely 
from that blameless joy that rose within her heart at 
the thought or the sight of Hamish Fraser, and that so 
far from engrossing her wholly, prompted her to even 
more than her usual obligingness and gratitude to every 
body around her, from all her relations at Bracken- 
Braes to Alexander Ainslie at Holylee, who had driven 
them years ago down from Ellesmere. Seeing her cheer- 
fulness, her industry, her activity, her intelligence, and 
her amiable disposition, now shown in a stronger and 
more trying light than ever, the whole family felt that 
they were going to lose a most excellent member, but 
at the same time one who was admirably adapted for the 
life she had chosen, and who would be happy, and make 
any kind husband happy, in any corner of the world. 

The middle of February was not long of arriving ; 
and the young Highlander issued out from the Manse 
after Mr Kennedy had made them one, with Martha 
on his arm, amidst a loud shout of congratulation sent 
up from all the village-school children, and others of a 
larger growth. Alexander Ainslie, whom nature had 
destined for one of the Tenth Hussars, took the lead 
and kept it in the broose, on an iron-grey galloway 
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whose fiame is yet rife in the parish of Holylee. Do^ 
nald led the foot procession across the hills^ with cheeks 
before which the peony would have waxed pale^ the 
drones of his pipe flowing with a hundred ribbons ; and 
the day being calm^ it is asserted that the concluding pi- 
broch was heard in the kirk-yard all the way firom Ewe- 
bankj although that solitary farm-house was three good 
Scottish miles from Holylee; and the length of any one 
of these may be judged of by all who have performed 
the distance at the dose of a day's walk^ when the way- 
side inn has seemed to retire into the mists^ and the 
termination of a Scottish mile to be extended to a re- 
moteness fearful to the very imagination. 

About a fortnight after the weddings a letter came 
from Donald's agents a tide-waiter in Greenock^ mark- 
ed " haste and care,"— -an injunction to which no doubt 
all due attention was paid by more than one post-mas- 
ter, — urging him to appear forthwith on the quay, for 
that the good ship Montreal was nearly ready for sea. 

Before the marriage, Michael Forester had given 
Martha fifty pounds in money, and paid all their pas- 
sages to Quebec. Stores had been also purchased for 
them, in Greenock, and Martha's wardrobe was little in- 
ferior in the number of articles, and far superior in solid 
worth to that of many a young lady sailing to the Orient 
£ar a husband. Donald, Hamish, and Flora had each a 
privy purse — what sums they held did not appear, but 
they could not have been very magnificent, saved as 
they had been from the wages of their Lowland har.« 
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vests. A certain sum was to be sent to them annual**^ 
ly, after it was known where theyiiad ultimately set^ 
tied, 80 that the emigrants were td be independent «f 
Donald's brother, who might be dead, or if alive, un^ 
willing to acknowledge the claims of kindred.. There 
was, in good truth, nothing to send them away to Ca-i 
uada, but the hearts of one and all yearned for a foreign 
land ; their cool determination had become longing de- 
sire ; and even MarUia was impatient to hear the rust-' 
ling of the great ship's sails, so different from those 
that she had seen gliding along the blue water of 
Windermere— «nd that were to waft her away £ram the 
hollow skies which lately had seemed to her to encbde 
the whole world. 

The Emigrants came to take farewell, most probably 
for ever, of their Mends at Bsracken^-Braes. Martha 
sat by the side of her youthful husbaiid^i^ and' waa 
waited upon by Lucy, who, with tears inher eyes^' 
handed round wine and cake on the little, silver tray^ 
she had got in a present ftom Emma Cranstdiun. 
Mary Moarriaon could not help looking at the jtfwag 
bride almost with pity for her sake, and with amoani<« 
ful remembrance of her own sad story ; but Aunt Iso^* 
bel would not allow even a parting scene tob^ clouded 
with vain grief. ^' God bless you baith, my glide 
bairns — nae fear you will be happy ..-^Hear how the 
very bird in his cage there sings to you — ^the firat time . 
he has tuned his pipes this spring, and is na it a che^r^ 
fu' sang ?-— A' the world over, nae better omens are de- 
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sired than the lilt o' birds ; and^ in Scotland^ the maist 
encouraging is that o' the lintwhite and the mavis." 
Agnes put a small Bible into Martha's hand> and asked 
back her own as a memorial. Michael put his hand 
on her head> and^ remembering his brother Abel^ gave 
her a silent blessing — and then sweet Flora Fraser 
came in for her share of the tender farewell^ when the 
Emigrants at last rose to go. Lucy and Mary Morri- 
son were not in the room^ but they had gone to wait 
for them a little way down the bum^ and tkej did npt 
return home till more than an hpur after their final de« 
p^rture. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 



Okcb more had the Bvnny June loaded the woods 
of the Hint with beaaty^ and darkened into gratefol 
twilight a thousand glades that^ but a month ago, wete 
all open to the sky. The grey walls of the andent 
Edifice could now be espied but from a few distant 
points^ for oak^ elm^ and syetamcate were hiding all its 
torrets. For two dull years^ -the majestic and vener- 
able place had lost the animating and presiding spirit^ 
that breathed a cheerfulness throughout all its scenery. 
Although skilful hands had continued to do every 
thing required by the perfect order and regularity of 
the walk8> lawns^ and gardens^ that furnished a delight- 
ful contrast to the rich confusion of nature over the 
adjacent groves and remoter woods^ yet^ during the 
absence of the Lady^ many fine and delicate percep- 
tions had been wanting^ which had formerly discovered^ 
almost every day, some new embellishment or some 
magic change, .perhaps no more thaiif the lopping off a 
bough, or the thinning of a coppice^-skreen, that in a 

moment brought the airy distance to view^*-or a cot"« 

1 
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tage embowered in trees^ or a bright slope of hill-side, 
or a wider expanse of sky, for the clouds to travel in 
or to repose. But now the Hirst was to be jocund as 
in its best days, for the wide gates of the avenue were 
flung open, and, under an arch, a triumphal arch of 
flowers and blossoms, was the Lady expected to pass 
to her native home, returning from blessed Italy in 
perfect health, and^ as the rumour flew, if possible more 
beautiful than ever. 

A few days before, there had been a meeting of some 
of the most intelligent of the tenantry, and they had 
arranged with the land*steward their plan of welcome. 
Ten thousand branches would never be missed in those 
extensive and gigantic woods— the removal of ten 
thousand flowery sprays would scarcely dim the lustre 
of that wilderness of lilacs and laburnums— the bees 
would know no difference among the banks of wall- 
flowers, although troops of children were to carry away 
in little baskets on their heads, all that their hands in 
one forenooa could gather of those balmiest treasures 
of our Scottish Flora— and if the earliest roses must 
go^ although yet but in the bud, let them be plucked 
without a sigh, and trust to the prodigal summer to bring 
undiminished brightness to every parterre and terrace. 
9ut they all knew that the I^ady had been fond q£ 
roaming among the braes, and that she admired nothing 
more than the spreading fem^ and the broom that yel* 
lowed the little lonely glens. Many a pretty plant, . 
and flower, and weed^ grows almost in every solitary 
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nook> and places familiar only to the Jbirds^ bees^ and 
sheep^ were now rifled of their sweetness^ that the tri- 
umphal arch might show to her gaze some of the native 
products of the hills^ intermingling their simple charms 
with the richness of the lawn and garden. It was not 
till a little after sunrise^ on the very morning the 
Lady was expected to arrive^ that the last touches 
were given to the arch by Lucy's own hands^ and so 
many perfectly fresh and unfading flowers were clus- 
tering there> that the wandering bees wheeled from 
their forward flight to the clover-lea^ and lingered in 
the honey-dew of those gorgeous garlands. 

Such was the spirit of the Festival ; for among those 
lowly folks^ Love looked to Imagination to brighten the 
Lady's birth-place to her eyes on her return from a 
foreign land. That triumphal arch was nothing .less 
than most beautiful^ with its shower of blossoms now 
moving in the breeze^ and now when the -air was.calm^ 
depending stedfastly as images in water. But the 
bugle rang from the top of the central turret of the 
Hall> a signal of the happy Approach^ and up came a 
splendid equipage sweeping along^ while the tall white 
ostrich feathers gracefully nodding in the airy sun* 
' shine^ told all the joyful assemblage that the Lady of 
the Hirst was there. There was no shout^ nor yet was 
there any music to sound a welcome. But all the ten* 
antry stood with uncovered and bowed heads in saluta- 
tion^ not with downcast looks^ as on the day she left 
them^ but with smiles of rejoicings and not a few tears^ 
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amidst a deepening murmur of blessings. On both 
sides of the entrance^ immediately below the arch that 
shed flowers, down upon their bosoms> stood a row of 
pretty children all dressed in white^ who dropt courte- 
sie8> with eyes fixed in admiration of their Lady's an- 
gelic beauty— as she stood up in the carriage^ and> per- 
haps little able to speak^ waved blessings over all the 
crowds with arms that^ in their graceful, motion, were 
ffidrer than liie snow. A little apart from the main 
assemblage, in hopes of attracting the Lady's eyes^ 
stood the party from Bracken-Braes, and Lucy's heart 
quaked with joy> when that hand waved a kiss towards 
her, and a smile followed it, of such piecing sweetness 
as placed her at once in heaven. 

This was no idle pageant, that passes away, and 
leaves the heart half-despising the emptiness of a fan« 
tastic dream. But here gratitude gave visible and 
vivid expression to itself, for its own and its object's 
delight, in the greenness of bough and the brightness 
of blossom, which might, without any regret, all fade 
and wither in the next week's sun, since the feeling 
they symbolled was imperishable. The very children^ 
felt the whole meaning of the spectacle, of which them- 
selves made a proud part ; and the wonderful' show of 
flowers was understood by them^ as it indeed was, to be 
an offering to Heaven, although they had never heard of 
such altars— of thanksgiving for that beautiful Being's 
escape from the grave. The Sabbath befote, Mr Ken- 
nedy had alluded to. her in his prayer ; and that recol- 
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lection now gave witliin every innocent heart over wldcli 
it came a religious sanctity to the rural festival. 

Nor was the assemblage suffered to depart and dis- 
solve^ till the Lady of the Hirst had an opportunity of 
more fully expressing her sense of the kindness shown, 
than she had been able to do in the sudden surprise of 
that delightful reception. A message was sent to Mr 
Forester^ who was present^ in perfect happiness, 
amidst the beauty of a scene which from Lucy's 
words he had been at no loss to imagine, that she 
would he happy to see all her friends, young and old, 
on the southern lawn. There they were soon arranged 
in an order that could not be otherwise than proper, 
since all fell into the places that were felt to belong to 
their own age, character, or condition. The door of 
the Green-House opened, and down came the Lady, with 
light steps, and across the carpet-sod, dose to the first 
row of her humble friends. With the sweetest smiles 
that ever were seen, she first of all said, that she 
hoped happiness, had been in their homes ; and then^ 
with a more solemn expression of eyes, returned thanks 
to God in their presence for his great mercy to herself. 
mmm« But where is Lucy Forester ?" These few word?, 
said with a silvery 'tone, brought Lucy from her fa* 
ther's side, and as she stood there, with eyes downcast, 
and cheeks pale in emotion, many thought that it was 
hard to tell which was the most beautiful— Emma 
Cranstoun or Lucy Forester. All, too, remembered 
that she had attended the Lady in her illness, and had 
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been instrumental in saving hier very life. Was it not 
also well known that Lvtcy had been the fnend of all, 
whenever she had been questioned about their firesides^ 
and that, from her representation, their benefactress 
had learned' all her true knowledge of the family at 
Braoken*Braes* Therefore, not one heart. there felt 
the slightest touch of envy on seeing Lucy thus singled 
out— while Michael, who had heard the words with 
sightless eyes towards Heaven, was perhaps the hap-^ 
piest man there; and the gentle Agnes cared not 
if the whole assembly noticed her gushing tears.' Em- 
ma Cranstoun kissed Lucy's cheek, and whispered a 
few words into her ear ; and then, knowing her own 
station, and finely understanding how &r the Lady's 
condescension was at this time meant to extend, Mi^ 
chael's daughter, afiter a low obeisance, returned to his 
side, and the whole group expressed their pleasure and 
applause. 

This had not been intended for one of those more or« 
dinary common-place merry meetings, where tables are 
placed beneath the shade, and the jovial tenantry of 
some great estate feast in honour of the House. Such 
festivals have their own peculiar character of happi- 
ness, and may they never be blotted out from the boli- 
days. But here the meaning of the entire day was 
higher and more solemn ;— little parties were formed 
by the children and their parents, up and down the 
woods, at some considerable distance from the Hall, 
which was now left altogether undisturbed ;— other 
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groups took their frugal refreshments by the spring- 
wells among the braes^ plucking the water-cresses to 
their bread ; — and in not a few of the houses on the 
estate there were evening meetings of youths and 
maidens^ who were all dressed already in their best ar- 
ray^ and saw each other home among the falling dews, 
and below the moon and stars. 
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CHAPTER XLIII. 



LuoY had never^ in fonner years^ contemplated the 
beauty of Emma Cranstoun without melancholy ; but 
now there was no occasion for any such feeling; for 
her stepj although light as ever^ was now far more 
elastic. Nothing like lassitude or decay belonged to 
her most graceful of all figures. Her voice was mellow 
as her own new-strung lute; and the joyfolness of 
grateful health tinged her face^ without being able to 
overcome its characteristic pensiveness. She nerer 
could-- ^never ought — never wished to forget^ that from 
the very brink of death she had been restored ; and 
that remembrance, present with her in her pleasantest 
hours, could not but give to her eyes a perpetual ex- 
pression of piety, that threw an affecting light over all 
her ordinary pursuits. It might well have been said 
that her manners were religious, for they were all in- 
spired by a spirit that was so indeed ; and while Emma 
Cranstoun seldom or never introduced into her com- 
mon conversation any of that language which, being 
divine, ought cautiously to be guarded against any in- 
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voluntary pro&nation^ her pious heart spoke in the en- 
tire structure of her speedi. She said^ that she liked 
even to hear Lucy's Doric tongue ; hut what could be 
her pleasure^ in all its simple or Scottish phrases^ 
sweetly syllabled as they were^ to the delight which 
Lucy enjoyed from that perfectly beautiful English 
that flowed from the Lady's lips^ expressive at once of 
all the highest endowments of mind and soul^ and of a 
range both of thought and feeling to which the humUe 
shiepherdess of Bracken-Braes feared even to raise her 
imagination. 

Lucy felt now^ even more than ever, the vast di»» 
tanoe at which she stood from ike Lady <^ the Hirst 
But hers was still the same affection, not at all alterM 
ia its nature^ only deepened and strengthened by a 
clearer insight into the order of things* When a>child 
-^t least a mere giii— -she had often, sat in the Lady's 
presence^ never> never indeed^ with. any lihing like the 
feeling of an equal> but almost without any lestraint^ 
and free (tf her own accord' to talk or td smile. But 
now Ltti^ saw the nice duties of look and' manner 
which that gracious and benign firiendddip impo^ed^-*- 
duties thi^ no one ehe could have, disoeined: Theie ia 
nothing to hinder love from existing- between^ pftrflfoiw 
in most unequal conditionsj vdien each knows well the 
full nature of her own ; and perhaps in spme-pecnliEVii 
ly felicitous instances, that very inequality presesvi^ 
th^ completeness of the emotionyandcoiDtiniieS'ittoithe 
end pure^ un&diDg, and entii^. It was so with Emma 
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Craiistoiiii and Lucy Forester. Here it migbt be said 
met together the genii of the hall and the hut*— and 
who could pronounce which spirit was most beautiful, 
the lady with her dark hair braided across her pensive 
forehead^ and a few pearls among the lace-veil that 
shaped her' head-dress into that which charms in old 
pictures of onr Mary Queen^ or the shepherdess with 
her golden tresses yet as rich in ringlets as when Isaae 
Mayne compared it to a star twinkling on the brow of 
the hill^ with rays seemingly half li^it and hdtf dew, 
sd bright, and yet so soft, the splendour? 

'' What a heart must be hers/' thought Lucy, *^ ne-* 
ver to have forgotten one single event or inci4ent, how** 
ever small, that we ever talked about, never to have 
lo6t the least part of her interest in any of the concnns 
of any (me poor family in the whole parish, after an abt 
sence of two years, and these years, too, past in strug* 
gling with disease in f^-away countries ! What a me- 
mory have the truly good." All this was true, and no 
exa^eralion of Lucy's admiring heart* Indeed the 
Lady of the Hirst was more attached to it than ever, 
and now that her health allowed her to rise with the 
sun, what blessings Was it in her power to bestow duxw 
ing the length of a midsummer day! At Brackeib- 
Braes all that was needed was her presence. '' An 
hour in the week on an average all the year through 
will content me," said the blind man, '^ a visit from her 
makes that day a Sabbath, AgneSi«*i4oes it not ?" And 
Agnes felt the very same state of mind her husband 
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had thus expressed. Aunt Isobel> it seems^ had once 
seen the Lady's mother on the steps of Dalkeith-House 
when she was a bride — but she was forced to confess 
that the liying Emma Cranstoun was the fairer^ one of 
the few instances on record of a daughter being more 
beautiful than her mother. Mary Morri^n^ now almost 
cheerful in her widowhood^ yet meek as when that 
word was in childhood first applied by general consent 
to her name^ desired no better happiness than to be- 
hold Lucy sitting in the Lady's smiles ; but if not a 
better^ yet a more luumating happiness was hers^ when 
she herself too came in for her own share of kindness^ 
retired as she most frequently was on some seat in a 
nook^ or a little out of the circle^ not to shun observa- 
tion^ for she had lived once more to love the sunshine^ 
but from a humble habit learned in other days^ and 
proceeding firom a part of her very nature. 

'' Lucy — ^have you heard that my brother is coming 
to the Hirst ? I fear that his long detention in France 
has not been for the benefit of his character^ but I shall 
hope the best. You know that I had not seen Harry 
since I was almost a child — ^but last winter he came to 
see me at Rome. He is^ alas ! too much a foreigner — but 
he treated me with the greatest affection. I do ncvt 
think that he will ever live at the Hirst — and he has told 
me that I may live here, if I choose, all my life." No 
words could be more happy to Lucy, for her heart did 
not expect, and scarcely wished ever to care much for 
any thing out of the Parish of Holylee. 
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But £mma Cranstoun had another communication 
to confide to Lucy^ and she was now led to do so from 
its connection with what she had said about her bro- 
ther. " I am engaged^ Lucy^ to be married — but he 
who hopes to be my husband loves dearly the Parish of 
Holylee^ and we shall reside at the Hirsts if my bro- 
ther prefers living abroad — if he possesses the Hall of 
his forefathers^ which I wish he may do^ then Mr El- 
lis intends to purchase the Mains^ and build a mansion 
there^ on the site of the present ruin." 

" Mr Ellis I" that word almost stopped the beatings 
of Lucy's hearty although at first it made it flutter 
nearly into a fainting-fit. But Emma Cranstoun was 
herself too much possessed by her own thoughts to ob- 
serve her emotion. " Edward told me that he had 
frequently visited the family at Bracken-Braes^ and^ 
indeed^ when I think of your moonlight journey^ I 
could almost be jealous^" — and Emma lifted her beau- 
tiful white arm to adjust a ringlet that she then felt 
upon her blushing cheeky with a smile that showed at 
, once ignorance of poor Lucy's first love^ and confidence 
in the power of her beauty. " I am sure, Lucy, you 
will admire my Edward — he, I know, will love every 
one I love — and there is not, and never will be that 
friend dearer to my heart than Lucy Forester." 

Lucy soon recovered her composure — and, indeed, 
what had there been said to agitate her — for had not 
Edward Ellis been long ago thought of with unpainful 
affection, and of late, often removed out of her remem« 
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bnnoe f And then^ had not her own heart found more 
plea8iire-<-more happiness— more delight^ than perhaps 
she might be willing to confess even to herself^ in the 
company of Miles Colinson ? Could she have laid her 
hand mi that fedr bosomj and denied that it had ever 
heaved a tender sigh when dreaming of Ellesmere ? 
Was a dream of the days of old^ once bright and beau- 
tiful as it was^ and tender, most tender in all its celes- 
tial bliss, to oome back from the mist to drive away the 
pleasant prospects which were dawning around her life^ 
or to deaden her spirit to the enjoyment oi more so- 
ber realities? Lucy had too simple, too strong, too 
wise a heart, long to indulge in such deludoDs ; and 
after a pause of not very many minutes, she kissed the 
Lady's hand*— an ei^pression of attachment which she 
especially loved, because felt to be at once respectful 
and endonring ■ nnd after prayers for her happiness 
with Mr Ellis, as sincere as ever went to Heaven, she 
returned perfectly happy — by the Gowan-Green, and 
the Hawk-Stane Spring to Bracken-Braes. 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 



Whbn Michael Forester compared all the circom- 
stanoes of his life horn his earliest remembrances^ with 
all that he knew of the lot of any other individuaL 
high or lowj ridi or poor^ and such comparisons had 
of late years been more and more frequently made by 
him in his solitary meditations^ or in cheerful conyer- 
saticms with his beloved Agnes when all the household 
were asleep^ what reason^had he to be grateful to Pro« 
tidence for so many undeserved blessings ! Even their 
unceaaing solicitude about Lucy had been to them both 
a source of happiness^ for in all their anxieties^ they 
felt that she was nevertheless secure^, and that their 
fears proceeded entirely from an excess of parental af- 
fection. Her beauty^ and her goodness were to them 
<me idea ; and when praying together^ they felt assur- 
ed that both were indestructible. Theh> how had fdl 
their worldly aAdrs prospered ! Rich they were not^ 
nor wished to be ; bad seasons^ and fluctuating prices^ 
had aflfected them as well as their ndghbours> and for 
a good many years they had had struggles to preserve 



368 TU£ FO&SSTEES. 

their independence. But the £eurm of Bracken-Braes 
had seemed to become more productive after Michael's 
blindness^ not merely from its increased cultivation^ 
but even as if the sunshine and the dews had visited 
it more genially since that affliction. All the money 
that Michael had at first to borrow had been repaid— 
Aunt Isobel's three hundred pounds had again been 
put into the bank in her own name^ for old as she was^ 
it was yet possible that she might survive them all 
— ^the stock on the £eurm was his own^ and the furni- 
ture in the house^ and he had considerable sums. lent 
on unexceptionable securities. Were Lucy ever to be 
left an orphan^ she would be very far from destitute ; 
and^ perhaps^ that confidence is the most perfectly 
soothing and satisfactory, feeling that can fill ^ the bo- 
soms of affectionate and thoughtful parents. What 
more could they desire on this side the grave ? 

Now^ that Lucy was grown to woman's. estate^ they 
sometimes had spoken to her of such matters^ and air 
though at first she listened with a painful feelings for 
the very possibility which these conversations implied 
of her parents' death was most distressing^ yet since 
they were so deeply interested in what they sQid^ she 
did not interrupt them^ and even put on an appear- 
ance of being interested herself^ which was altogether 
foreign to her real state of mind. As long as her father 
and her mother livedo Lucy cared not either about rjclies 
or poverty — ^were they to die^ she felt that nothing could 
ever lighten to her eyes the darkened earth*.. ^^% 

II 
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they were both weU^ strongs and happy ; neither were 
they old ; and as for her mother^ Lucy thought her« 
nor was she greatly deoeived^ except the Lady of 
the Hirst the most beautiful person she had ever seen : 
— ^but Emma Cranstoun was not yet twenty^ and Ag- 
nes Hay nearly twice that age. Her matronly loveli- 
ness was yet admired by all^ but they who remember- 
^ her when first she came into the Parish of Holylee 
doubted if at that time she could not have stood a com- 
Jiarison even with the Lady> now in the perfection of 
lief virgin beauty. 

They were all sitting together under the Flaae- 
Tree, and Lucy chewing the evening silence with *a 
«ong, when a stranger, who had stood unobserved at a 
tLmall distance during the time she was singing, ad- 
vanced courteously, and introduced himself as Mr Max- 
welL The name was one that had long since ceased 
to be familiar to JViichael's mind ; but Agnes at once 
recognized a likeness in his features to those of the 
gentleman whom she had seen at Dovenest, that even- 
ing her husband told her of the ruin of his fortunes. 
'^ I am the only son, Mr Forester, of Mr Maxwell who 
came into possession of your property between Lasswade 
and Roslin." These words awoke many remembrances 
in Michael's mind, but they were of no painful nature, 
for he had never repined from the first day he had lefk 
Dovenest, and had long been so perfectly reconciled to 
his lot, that he often felt the pleasure of living over 
again his life in those quiet gardens washed by the 

▲ a 
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Esk that mumured louder than the Heriot- Water in 
his dreams. " It is getting late in the evenings Sir^ will 
you be our guest tiU the morning ?" Mr Maxwell 
assented^ and they all went together into the house. 

It was not till after supper and prayers that their 
guest spoke of any but ordinary subjects ; but just as 
Lucy was lighting his taper, he asked leave to address 
them on an affair of some importance, and which he 
hoped would tend in some measure even to promote 
their domestic happiness, although he saw, and indeed 
previously knew,' that it was built on a surer founda- 
tion than mere temporal prosperity. '' My father, Mr 
Forester, was an honest and upright man, and I should 
be unworthy of calling myself his son, did I not rei^eet 
his memory. But by his successful industry I am noiw 
a rich man, and I am come to restore to you the fxHH 
value of that property which, on an unfortunate ooca^ 
sion, passed from your into his hands. I do not say that 
I am unentitled to it, although my doubts are strong ; 
but be that as it may, it is now yours^ and had th^ 
place itself not long ago been purchased and repurchase 
ed^ as you know, Dovenest itself should now have been 
put into your possession. Before I leave this roof, my 
words shall be made good." 

Michael Forester continued to sit exactly in the 
same posture in which he was before Mr Maxwell be« 
gan to speak, nor did any visible emotion pass over his 
placid countenance. Agnes looked at her husband, but 
her &ce was equally calm. Aunt Isobel alone spoke. 
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'^ Aye— -there ia an honest man — something more than 
honest — ^your very face, my friend, 'declares your char- 
acter, and my heart warmed towards you when you 
knelt beside me on our earthen floor. Your substance 
will not be lessened by this act — ^but for it and others 
like it, for good deeds like bad never go single. Pro- 
vidence will bless your children's children." Mr Max- 
well seemed to feel that his conduct scarcely deserved 
such benediction : but as his conscience told him that 
he was doing right, his heart did not wholly decline 
the old lady's commendations, and he had seldom been 
bappier than he now was at that fireside. 

Michael, in a few minutes, showed that very strong 
feelings were rising within his breast. The mere re- 
covery of what had been lost so long ago did not affect 
him at all, but the principle of Mr Maxwell's conduct 
did so exceedingly, and there also came over him a 
deep sense of the goodness of his Maker. How had all 
things wrought together for the good of himself and 
£eunily ! His father had died quite happy at last, and 
full of years — poor Abel, after much suffering no doubt 
which his errors incurred, had found, when all his 
wanderings were over, a hopeful death-bed, and a 
quiet grave — Martha the orphan, although far away^ 
had prospects of happiness in that peaceful foreign land 
•—who was so good, and so happy, as his beautiful Lucy 
r— Agnea Hay had. brought blessings into his house 
which none enjoyed more than that gentle spirit— in 
extreme age. Aunt Isobel was cheerful as a new-stirred 
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fire — ^and Mary Morrison^ in lier meekness^ was like a 
child of their own at Bracken-Braes. 

For an hour after all the others had Retired to rest^ 
Michael sat hy himself in his diair^ aware from the 
cessation of the flickering sounds that the fire was dead 
on the hearth. It was pleasant to be alone in the per- 
fect silence. His whole soul was calm and bright as 
the heavens stretched with their stars over all the quiet 
hiUs. 

What stronger proof of the superior excellence and 
happiness of virtue than that placid and serene con- 
tentment that is almost always the portion of the blind! 
That inner world which is to us all the most essential 
world which we inhabit^ is to them more clearly dis- 
covered than to ourselves. Our inward eye is dazzled 
with the light in which we live ; but theirs^ in its dark- 
ness^ sees well and undisturbedly. Their mind is a 
clearer world to them^ as it is also more clearly reveal- 
ed. Hence it is^ that judging more justly of the hu- 
man Bovl, they are less troubled with its passions. Cut 
off from so many of the amusements and pursuits of hu- 
man life^ and left so much to the dominion of their own 
silent spirits^ they feel and know that there is no stability 
—no hope — no trust in viciouis appetencies or degrading 
thoughts. All these they fear and abhor as falae friends 
stealing upon the noiseless calm of their lives^ and whose 
visit must bring and leave behind trouble and remorse. 
But kind affections — ^pure sentiments — lofty thoughts 
•—gentle opinions of humanity — and devout feelings to- 
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wards God — ^tbese are a solace and support in which 
there can be nothing vain or delusive. Resignation is 
ever attended with its own perfect peace; and the blind 
sitting in their solitude^ and for a while forgotten per- 
haps even by those who most tenderly love them> are 
happy^ because their souls are true to virtue^ and be- 
cause the« Great Being who inflicted the dispensation 
has more than compensated it, by that inward light 
which shines amidst the thickest darkness with its own 
dacred and inextingtiishable lustre. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 



The Hirst had for several weeks been a scene of 
nnusual festivities; for Henry Cranstoun with several 
fashionable Mends had arrived there from London^ and 
it soon appeared that his tastes and enjoyments were 
altogether of a different description from those of his 
incomparable sister. Mr Cranstoun had not been in 
Scotland since his childhood — far he had received hi^ 
education at a great English school^ and one of the Eng- 
lish Universities^ and had afterwards been detained for 
many of the best and most qritical years of his life at 
Verdun. That system of education which has formed 
so many good and great men^ had to him been produor 
tive of nothing but evil. His fine talents had either lain 
wilfully neglected^ or grossly misapplied^ his passions 
had run riot in early indulgence^ and before he left 
England he had formed wild^ irregular^ and disorderly 
habits^ which his long residence in France had confirm- 
ed. It was not possible now either to himself or others 
to understand what was his natural character^ it was 
80 overlaid with foreign accomplishments^ follies^ and 
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vices. His^ however, had seemed to be the very worst 
kind of selfishness— that which enjoys nothing intensely, 
unless there be about it something vicious or unlawful ; 
and with all that cheerful laughter and airy demean- 
our that to heedless observation betokened only good 
humour and generosity, Henry Cranstoun had always 
an eye to his own gratifications, and would greedily 
grasp them to the sacrifice of every just and humane 
principle. But then he, was in the prime of life-— ex« 
tremely handsome — skilled in almost every art of in- 
sinuation and allurement— -master of all the modem 
languages of Europe--a consummate musician, for mu- 
sic was an art he might be said to have inherited— K)f an 
old family, and with a princely fortune. 

It is surprising what a quick and true perception 
of the moral character of their superiors is often pos- 
sessed by people in the lowliest conditions. They may 
make great mistakes, as to manners, acquirements, and 
intellectual capacity ; but, with regard to the essentials 
of worth, their opinions are generally right. Virtue 
breathes without disguise — speaks openly — and appears 
forth clearly before men, even in the most, retiring of 
unostentatious characters. Its lustre cannot be hid- 
den. If it shine not like a star, it will glimmer like 
a lighted window. Intellect often works in a sphere 
of which common men know nothing, not even its ex- 
istence, and the famous genius may seem to them a re- 
duse, ignorant of the world and all its concerns. But 
|f there be great vices in & man's character, let his 



• 376 THE FORESYKRS. 

raak or ridies be what they may, they will be repro- 
bated by the honest poor in their huts. Outward rea^ 
pect may still be shown> for that is due to thei» 
station^ and the peasant^ shepherd^ or hind, may, 
without reproach of consdeDce, unbonnet to hia 
worthless landlord. But all his most courteous smiles, 
and wc^ds, and acts, within the doors of their huts, of 
the gates of his own halls, will never purchase for 
-such a man the smallest portion of genuine esteem. 
His entrance into humble households will be regarded 
with suspicion ; and fathers and mothers will pray 
that their porch may be unvisited by him, who knows 
not the value, and feels not the sanctity of inno- 
cence. 

Henry Cranstoun had not been many weeka at the 
Hirst, till he had become the object of suc^ disturbed 
and disapproving feelings and judgments, very widely 
over the whole parish. He seemed either totally igno- 
rant of the character of the peasantry on his estate, 
-or insensible to its excellence. It was not a little rude- 
ness, folly, error, or even apparent vice itself, that 
oould have wholly alienated from the heir €£ an old 
-KcMise, the affections of an intelligent and virtsons 
tenantry; but this in&tuated young man seemed to 
have even a pleasure in insulting their holiest habits, 
and deepest natural emotions. The Sabbaths at the 
'Hirst were now disturbed with the noise. of revcby, 
that had been heard by whole families walking, through 
* the woods to the House of Ood ; and, to the horror, of 
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tile yet simple dwellen inthe paiish of Holylee> caxia, 
smd dice^ and other hideous gambling were^ according 
to rumour^ rife there^ even on the Lord's Day. Ser- 
vants^ with more even than their master's reckless 
vices^ and a pride almost eqnal to the debasement 
of dieir ignorance, and the shocking brutality of their 
manners, swarmed about the eld venerable Hirst ; and 
some part of the indignation and scorn, whidi (he be-^ 
haviour of these tyrannical slaves at the houses of poof 
men had iar and near excited, could not but fall upon 
him, who could not only endure their presence, but 
whose life seemed even to depend for many of its en- 
joyments, on their base servilities and unprincipled cru- 
elty. " There is nothing Scottish about him or his,'' 
was the bitter expression of many a fether and mother's 
heart- " God grant the time be not fir, when he and 
his outlandish counts and valets disappear from Holy- 
lee!" 

Emma Cranstoun conducted herself towards her hro^ 
ther in the way that might have been expected from so 
nearly perfect a character. She soon saw, with the 
deepest grief, that she mustJiot hope to work any great 
change upon him, in less time than years upon years ; 
for his bad principles were rooted in a strong under- 
standing, and his evil practice had made his heart cal- 
lous. She endeavoured -to make him comprehend the 
character of the people, by opening up to him some of 
their home habits, and she did not even scmj^ to be- 
seech him to respect their prejudices. For had she 
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called their reverence of all religious institutions by its 
true and high name^ she would only have been more 
strongly exciting his ridicule or contempt. With bit- 
terest tears of shame and grief^ she beseeched him to 
remember that their innocence was the sole portion of 
the females of the poor man's family. '' Oh 1 brother, 
as you respect the purity of me^ your sister^ and would^ 
I verily believe^ rather see me dead than dishonoured, 
respect^ for my sake^ the purity of the harmless crea- 
tures, whose fore&thers baye even lived for generations 
on this estate. They have a hereditary claim to your 
pfotection — and, methinks> that were any infamy to 
come to them from yourself, or those whom you have 
chosen to be your Mends, that I could not bear to look at 
these pictures of our blameless ancestors. See what 
venerable sweetness is on the face of Alice the Lovely, 
whose burial was a hundred years ago ! But look— ^ 
look here, my dear brother, this is the picture of our 
own sainted mother !" And Emma drew aside a black 
silk curtain) that shaded from the light a face drawn 
in crayons, which beamed with a mingled dignity and 
gentleness, not easily to be gazed on, now that their 
mother ivas in her tomb, without an emotion, that in 
its moumfiilness was akin to virtue. 

To all these gentle and affectionate remonstrances of 
Emma Cranstoun, her brother was not altogether inr 
sensible, and however unapparent their influence had 
yet been on the general tenor of his conduct, they had 
at least awakened in his heart both a finer and a 
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atronger feeling of affection for his mild and persuasive 
instructress. Perhaps he had hitherto loved his sister 
inore on account of the pride he felt in her great beau« 
ty and accomplishments^ which had burst suddenly 
upon him the first time he had seen her since a child 
that summer at Rome^ than for the sake of her better 
worth ; but now he felt the holy charm -of virtue 
when seen shining forth in one by nature necessarily 
so dear to him^ and in the midst of his own reckless 
profligacy^ he paid it an unaccepted and unavailing 
homage. Emma endured the disturbed and disre- 
putable life he had introduced into that once peaceful 
Hall, as long as she could do so with any propriety ; 
but her sense of duty and dignity at length overcame 
every other consideration, and she formed the resolu-i 
tion of leaving the Hirst for a season, and going with 
Mrs Ramsay to the seat of one of her Other's oldest 
friends, who would probably understand the reason of 
her offered visit. 

The character of young Cranstoun was no whare 
better understood than at Bracken-Braes, and Michael, 
Agnes, and Isobel, had one and all of them cautioned 
Lucy to avoid at all times the slightest approach on 
his part to her company, at least when alone, either at 
the Hirst, in any of the vallies, or at their own house, 
which he had been much fonder of visiting lately, than 
was agreeable to any one within its walls. This cau- 
tion was not given in any doubt of his daughter, but 
to prevent the possibility of any unknown evil coming 
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from that quarter. Lucy did not need any socti wani« 
ing, for she knew too well her own danger, or ratheit 
she knew what anger and misery and disturbance of 
spirit there would be at Bracken-Braes, if her &th^r 
had been aware of Mr Cransloun^a repeated attempts 
to gain upon her vanity, her simplicity, her ignorance, 
or her weakness — and Lucy was witting enough to 
oonfessy that all these nught belong to her dia« 
racter« 

His sole desire and determihatioii, since H^nry 
Cranstoun had. first seen Lucy Foffester, was to get bet 
into his power, and carry her off with him to the Con« 
tinent. What was she but a peasant's daughter? 
Her father, to be sure, was a man far beyond the com* 
mooQ run, — and he was also a bUnd man, who would 
sorely miss the child heard for so many years in his 
darkness. Lucy was likewise, humbly born as she 
was, his own sister's bosom-friend, and her kindness^ 
it was s^id, had even saved Emma's. life. She was 
also a perfectly happy creature— and to destroy great 
Jliuman happiness, requires a cold, or a stem, or a fierce 
.heart. But then she was beautiful — aye, beautiful as 
jsn angel, and not less innocent-<-and his heart, whidi 
had so long been the victim, the slave of passion, 
beat and leapt and bounded at the forethought of all 
that angelical beauty and innocence being prest in 
transport to his bosom, although afterwards might come 
shame, sorrow, despair and death. 

Had Lucy known all that the heart of He»ry Crasi- 
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stouB had planned against her^ sooner would the small 
singing bird hare left the hawthorn-hedge when it saw 
the merlin on the wing^ than she have forsaken for an 
hour the shelter of Bracken-Braes. But innocence 
suspects nbt^ nor if it did^ could -penetrate into th^ 
dark secrets of that heart from which pity and honour 
and religion are all flung aside^ and nothing heard^ felt, 
or obeyed^ but the cry of passion unresisted in its long 
career and conquest of crime and misery. 

Henry Cranstoun had had his spies and emissaries 
at watch and at work through all the parish* He knew 
every step that Lucy took half a mile from Bracken- 
Braes. Did she go to Raeshaw^ to Ladyside^ to the 
Manse^ to Ewebank, to any hut without even a name, 
her visit, if one that had been previously intended, was 
already known to him at the Hirst. He had some« 
times been at her side among the Braes, as if he had 
risen out of the earth, and had come carelessly and ac- 
cidentally into the solitary dwellings where Lucy per- 
haps had gone to see some sick or dying person, or to 
offer some charitable office to the poor. He stood not 
in awe of that Grod whose servant the young, the 
humble, innocent and happy creature was upon those 
affecting occasions, and he would have mined the soul 
of her whom he might have beheld kneeling in prayer 
by the sick-beds of the widow and the orphan, or 
gliding home to her Blind Father's dwelling with a 
song that cheered the solitary braes, and seemed to 
leave its music in the wild moors. Her innocence, he 
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saw^ could never be corrupted — ^but it might be be- 
trayed ; and were Lucy Forester away with him into 
another country — away beyond the seas — cut off from 
Bracken-Braes by hundreds of leagues of land and 
seas^ with all their mountains and waves, might she not 
perhaps become his in her homeless — ^hopeless destitu- 
tion and despair, and might not his joy — ^his happiness 
•—his bliss be perfect at last in that sacrifice ? 

But, Emma Cranstoun, although she had never 
breathed a syllable of her suspicions to her brother, 
had been for some time more unhappy and afraid even 
than Lucy herself of his wicked designs. Lideed, it 
was her miserable conviction of some meditated evil, too 
dreadful even to be alluded to, that finally determined 
her to leave the Hirst, and to take Lucy with her to 
BaUendean. Michael and Agnes, although almost 
daily expecting a visit from Miles Ccdinson, did not 
think of making any objections to this plan, under cir- 
stances which they fdlly understood without putting 
that Lady under any necessity of entering into any^ 
lengthened explanation; so it was fixed that Emma 
Cranstoun was to send over a servant for Lucy next 
evening, and that she should accompany herself and 
Mrs Kamsay to Ballendean, where they would re- 
main till her brother and his companions left the 
Hirst. 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 



Lucy had left Bracken-Braes in the evening on 
Emma Cranstoun's own palfrey^ under care of a ser- 
vant ; and Mary Morrison had tripped on foot by her 
side as £ar as the well-known Gowan-Green. . There 
she had parted from her friend with a kiss^ and kept 
her eyes upon her till §he saw the horses following the 
bridle-road towards Ewebank. ^^ Aye> aye!" said 
Mary to herself^ '^ Lucy is just going round by the 
house where I used to live^ to take a look at the sweet 
birch-wood^ where we have so often sat together in 
days when I was as happy and as innocent as herself !" 
—and then returned to the Heriot-Water. 

Michael never slept very soundly when Lucy was 
from home ; and he now rose in the gloamings before 
the sun had shown his disk over Raven-Crag^ or 
awakened a bird in the eaves or the Plane-tree. It was 
the dawn of the twelfth of August ; and no sooner had 
the light broken^ than the frequent gun of the fowler 
was heard on the hills. A foot came up the avenue, 
and a voice saidj " Mr Forester, here is a letter from 
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the Hirst." Michael took it to Agnes. It was from 
the Lady herself^ and expressed much surprise that 
Lucy Forester had not^ according to agreement^ come 
to the Hirsts with tender inquiries as to the cause of 
her^jiot appearing^ which she trusted was not iUness^ 
either of herself or any one at Bracken-Braes. 

Every inmate was soon up ; and a dire and dismal 
distraction^ in which reason itself was baffled^ prevail- 
ed over the whole family. Their fears all connected 
themselves with Henry Cranstoun^ but nobody yet ex- 
pressed them — till Michael himself said, '' Let us 
trust in that God who has never yet forsaken ns« and 
whose providence, although often inscrutable, will not 
suffer our child to be destroyed 1" But every minute 
brought its own horrid thought, and there was an un- 
certain and hurried walking about, as if the tenement 
had been on fire. 

Mary Morrison, who had gone out to speak with tJie 
person who had brou^t the letter, came back with a 
quick pace to the room, and said, *^ Here is Mr Miles 
Colinson — ^h^e is Mr Miles Colinson!" Aunt Isobd 
— for Michael and Agnes were aittihg in a. sort of stu- 
por — went and brought him in, after telling him, in a 
few words, at what crisis he had arrived. '^ You have 
oome to us just when we have lost our Lucy, Mr CkK 
linsim ; — a villain has taken her firom us— ^ftom Agnes 
there — and me, her blind father ; and dreisulful are the 
decrees of the Most Merciful and the Most High !" 

It seemed that nothing was in their power to do, uiy 

10 
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more than if they had all been chained in a dungeon. 
Into what quarter of the horizon should the pursuers 
go ? Hours — hours — ^many long hours had there been — 
a whole night of hours — since Lucy had fallen into the 
fatal snare. As well go seek for a dropt pearl firom liie 
hair over the bounds of a great forest^ as seek for Lucy 
Eorester now among all those mountains ! The light 
of mom must have found her far — far off from Bracken- 
Braes ; — or perhaps the light of morii may not yet have 
visited her weeping eyes in some dark den^ known only 
to that pityless Atheist* 

Perhaps Miles Colinson was now a more miserable 
mail even than Michael Forester. He had come to woo 
his bride in her fath(5r's house — and lo ! she had been 
carri^ off by a ravisher. Yet^ wicked as the world is^ 
there are bounds^ he thought and said^ set to wicked- 
nesSj which even a demon from below could not have 
power to overleap ; and a hope came^ even from his be- 
ing the broikher of Emma Cranstoun^ that Lucy might 
find mercy at his hands. They all knew that Lucy 
would walk into a burial- vaults and be left there to die 
of hunger^ rather than break oiie of Grod's command- 
ments. A sort of wild joy was in Michael's broken 
voice^ as he cried out — " Oh ! that, she had the wings 
of a dove^ that she might come flying back to her Blind 
Father !" — '* Fear it not — fear it not/' said Aunt Iso- 
bel^ now too old to weep^ but whose hope was strong as 
possession^ both of this world and the world beyond the 
grave^ " safe is she at this hour^ wherever she be^ as 

Bb 
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the yoaths in the fiery funumce; nor shall a hair of her 
head he skaithed. 

Mary Moniflon now mentioned^ that Lucy had left 
the direct road to the Hirst, and had gone np the brae 
towards Ewebank. A sort of light glinunered in upoa 
Michael's mind. As Ewebank was a very lonely place, 
it was possible that his daughter had been wiled away 
thither by some pretence ; and he called to mind, too> 
that it was now inhabited by a person of no very good 
character, who hung loose on society, and did not follow 
any regular profession. Such place, and such peraoOf 
seemed well fitted for the nefimous wickedness he 
feared; and the Blind Man, taking his staff, requested 
Miles Colinson to accompany him to Ewebank. 

When they reached that solitary house, no smoke 
came from the chimney, and nothing was stirring about 
it any more than if it had been uninhabited. The 
door was locked — ^the window-shutters closed, or ra* 
ther the light excluded by boards, and branches of | 

broom and fern. Miles Colinson heard nothing, but 
Michael said, ^^ there are#people in the house, I hear 
footsteps and whispering." No answer being given to 
their words, Michael Forester put his hand and foot to 
the door, and it fiew open like that of a <*jiil<1i»i play- ^ 

thing. Wat Armstrong met him in the passage with j 

a fierce countenance, but Miles Colinson was not a man 1 

to be intimidated, and stepped forward between the ' 

Blind Man and his opponent. " Is the tenant of 
this house at home ?" said Michael, '^ and if so, why 
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has lie barricadoed his door ?" It was too late ta. offer 
resistance to the resolute Blind Man and his friend^ for 
Lacy had heard their voices, and was already in her 
father's arms. There too was Henry Cranstoun, the 
representative of an ancient and honourable family> 
standing like a condemned felon^ in a day-built hut^ 
on his own hereditary Estate. 

Lucy Forester's eyes were red with weeping— her 
cheeks dim in the rosy beauty which no agony could 
altogether blanch, and her silken hair, which almost 
one single touch of her hand «ould trick into graceful 
ivreaths, sorely dishevelled^ But now there was per- 
fect restoration brought to her disturbecl spirit — ^her 
kindling smiles revived — and, kneeling down^ she gave 
thanks to the Great Power that had protected her in- 
nocence* ./^ I offered no violence to your daughter, Mr 
Forester — I loved her — and I repent of. my gross mis- 
conduct. — What more can I do? — Tell what amends 
I can make — the best farm on the estate shall be yours 

rent-free." " Base robber, speak not tome of farms 

and rents — the dead ground and the worthless dross—- 
but look into my face — ^behold how God has been 
pleased to extinguish these eyes within their sockets, 
and then tremble lest his vengeance smite you dead in 
your sins. — Lucy, my beloved child, rise up— rise up," 
for Michael felt her clasped hands resting on his knees, 
and his tears of thankfulness fell down upon her &re- 
head, as her eyes that had just been turned to Heaven 
now calmly contemplated her father's countenance. 






388 THK FOBESTEB8, 

Miles CoUnaon gazed on that siglit> and so received 
it into liis yeiy soulj that fade away would it never 
more^ till the last hour of his life. But the betrayer 
could not endure the scene before him^ and disap- 
peared. 

Rescued from that horror^ Lucy looked on Miles 
Colinson as her deliverer. ^ He it was that now raised 
her in his arms from the floor^ and felt privileged^ in 
her father's presence^ to press her to his bosom. There 
was no one in the hut but themselves — the storm, 
was over — and there was now almost a perfect calm — 
nor was Lucy released from that gentle embrace^ till 
she heard ah earnest prayer breathed dose to ber 
cheeky that Heaven would inspire her heart with af- 
fectiouj and grant such a wife to one who would cherish 
and guard her like a sacred thing. That prayer was 
not unheard by the Blind Man^ and he blessed them 
both> as they stood together by his side^ and called 
them by one name, ^^ My children I" 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 



Michael Forester would have spared him who 
had wickedly designed to rob him of his all^ the shame 
of exposure ; but rumours soon ran from house to house 
among the braes^ like echoes^ and before nighty the 
whole parish was stirred with indignant reprobation. 
Such profligacy appalled every parent^ — ^the rescue of 
the innocent came home to every heart ; and here there 
was not a single circumstance of iexteniiation— -on the 
contrary^ all was hideously and impiously cruel. Will 
Michael Forester continue to live^ after such an out- 
rage^ at Bracken-Braes ? Ought not punishment to be 
inflicted on the criminal? Such thoughts were at 
every fireside^ and he who could so easily have had his 
name pronounced with constant blessings^ was now 
cursed as an evil spirit that had come to ruin the peace 
of families^ and to spread corruption over the whole 
country-side. 

Next morning was the Sabbath^ and the family from 
Bracken-Braes went as usual to the place of Worship. 
In the kirk-yardj one subject alone was spoken of 
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among the various groape assembled there^ and when 
Mr Forester appeared walking between his wife and 
daughter^ although no one alluded^ in the most distjmt 
way> to the events of the preceding day^ the salutations 
they received from every quarter were most earnest, 
and sufficiently expressed the general sympathy. There 
too was the Lady of the Hirsts evidently looking around 
for one family — she soon discovered Lucy^ and putting 
her arm within her's^ she took her up to her own seat 
in the gallery. The eyes of the whole ooi^c^ation 
approved — and Mr Kednedy hiinself gave Lucy a look 
4>f kind recognition from the pulpit. 

As the congregation was dismissing^ words of shock- 
ing impoort spread from one perscm to another^ till there 
wasa general consternation. The Lady's brother had 
beea found, during the very time Divine Worship had 
been performing, lying in a lonesome place within the 
Hirst- Woods, mortally wounded. It ifas rumoured 
that there had been a duel, and that all the gentlemen 
residing at the Hall had fled. Emma Cranstoun's ears 
could not but receive the fatal tidings, even before she 
bad left her seat in the kirk, and while she was whis- 
pering in a low voice to Lucy, about the unhappy man 
now dying or dead. 

Beforie evening, Michael, Agnes, and Lucy> were all 
three at the Hirst. The Lady had indeed need of com- 
fort now, for her brother's eyes were shut fot ever— • 
his career of guilt at an end*-* without more than a few 
—a Very few agonized or fainting hours^— for repent- 
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ance. Two strangers bad that morning come to the 
Hirsts and they had again left it> but not till^ from the 
hand of one of them^ Henry Cranstoun had received 
his death-wound. Emma had not even the melancho- 
ly comfort to know that his fate had been undeserved^ 
finr almost his last words were to say^ that Captain 
Lorimer had behaved like a man of honour^ and that 
he had justly punished with death his sister's seducer. 

The feelings which now wrung Emma Cranstowi's 
heart were not those of grief and pity alone^ but of a 
more awfiil and overwhehning nature. TiU witHn 
these very few months she had never been with her 
brother^ except that one week at Rome. But natural 
affection does not wait even for worth to awaken it — 
and her heart had yearned' towards him in the midst of 
those vices which it bled to think of, and would have 
died to cure. Not a pleasing—- or fine— or good trait 
in his charrcter but she had fixed her eyes upon it 
alone, with the loving hope 6f being able to exagger- 
ate it into a virtue. But now — there he lay with all 
that once ardent blood cold as the frozen stream — ithat 
face, whose changeful features kindled every hour with 
the expression of so many passions, had now but one 
meaning— rest, eternal rest! . The soul — the immortal 
soul had gone to judgment, and even in the Book of 
Mercy are there not dreadful images of the world to 
come ? 

The Lady of the Hirst had many friends in her own 
rank of life, for she never had had any wish to seclude 
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herself from society which she both enjoyed and adorn- 
ed; and in this great distress there were more than 
one whose presence would have been a comfort. But 
during the first days of deaths the house stands silent> 
and dearest friends do not feel privileged to look on 
the mourner's face till the final ceremony is ov«r^ and 
all vanished. Lucy Forester^ however^ remained on 
that Sabbath evening when the others went away, and 
for several nights occupied the bed where she had so 
often lain whole nights without sleeping when it was 
thought the Lady was dying of a consumption — and 
her presence was again a greater blessing than could 
be told, during the midnight hours when grief comes 
upon the very dreams of those who weep. 

There was a burial-place about half a mile from the 
Hall, in an old wood. An open space had been left 
centuries ago, when the acorns were planted, and in it 
a mausoleum had been built. The arms of the oaks 
had extended farther, perhaps, than had been ccmtem- 
plated, and one enormous tree flung a mossy .limb 
across the melancholy lawn, quite close to the gateway 
of the tomb. All about the dark walls were yews that 
shrouded it in perpetual gloom, and the sound of a 
stream flowing in the forest, might sometimes be heard^ 
and sometimes not, by any solitary person wandering into 
that stem seclusion. The martins built their nests in 
crevices of the somewhat dilapidated building, and 
the roes knowing how unfrequented was the place har« 
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boured below that grove^ and among its surrounding 
thickets. 

The whole tenantry followed the Bier to this burial- 
place — the iron-gate once more recoiled on its rusty 
hinges — and the remains of Henry Cranstoun were left 
to moulder away among the bones of his ancestors. 
All reproachful thoughts were dead — ^had he livedo he 
might have become a better — a good man— reven a 
Christian — ^for what revolutions have taken place in 
those spiritual kingdoms^ the souls of men — and with 
• these and such reflections^ silent or expresssed^ the fu«> 
neral party dissolved away among the woods. 
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CHAPTER XLVIII. 



Lucy remained for a week after the fiineral with 
Smma Cranstoun^ nor did one strong wish to be. at 
Bracken-Brae8> aotwithstan^Ung the presence there of 
one so dear^ enter a heart so filled as hers was with 
pity and friendship. The rueful calamity was such as 
to hinder^ during its first dark days^ the movement of 
all deep feelings on any other subject ; and although 
there were in both their breasts^ feelings so very deep as 
never again to be obliterated^ yet the images of Edward 
Ellis and Miles Colinson either did not rise up before 
them at all^ or if they did^ each image was contemplated 
with perfect freedom firom any agitating emotion^ by 
her to whom it was more especially interesting. For 
in such hearts as theirs^ love^ instead of swallowing up 
in its own passionate selfishness every other feelings 
strengthens and purifies them^ lending to them all 
much of its own enthusiastic and spiritual nature. At 
the end of a week^ Lucy returned to Bracken-Braes. 

Almost unconsciously had these lovers been be- 
trothed-— but on their very first meetings they remem- 
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bered that the betrotbment bad received the fervent 
blessings of their father. Few words had been utter- 
ed at that disturbed time^ but these few bound their 
hearts for life with all the sanctity of an oath^ felt to 
be inviolable. Little or no agitating passion had pre- 
ceded their declarations of everlasting attachment — ^in- 
ieed, with Lucy^ the charm of her love to her own 
spirit was its perfect peace. Since last summer^ 
when her lover began first to be dear^ she had been 
dEuried away down the quiet hours imp^ceptibfy into 
the final calm of their affection-— as a boat in which two 
friends are sittings may drift away down the dream- 
like scenery of some river, till it is found anchcHred in a 
beautiful lake. 

All their roamings last summer over the braes^ and 
through the.woodsj had been as happy as they had then 
desired life to be ; but the earth was now greener 
to their eyes^ and the heaven bright even without its 
sunshine. Then, their partiejs had been larger — ^for 
Ruth, and Mary Morrison, and Martha, were general- 
ly there, and the spirit that seemed chiefly to animate 
them, was the natural gaiety of youthful existence. 
But now Lucy and Miles walked all alone into the se- 
cluded glens — and all alone reclined by the murmurs 
of the solitary rivulets. There was no merriment- 
no laughter-HSometimes not many words. Thoughts 
and- feelings c^en rose up into looks and smiles — sind 
when the lovers were mute in the solitude, the silence 
was divine. Day after day they felt themselves more 
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and more belonging exclusively to one another-'-and 
dreams of the fature brought a tenderer light upon the 
sunshine of their present happiness. " O beautiful 
Ellesmere !" breathed Lucy in a whisper to her lover— . 
and as her head rested on his bosom^ she asked her 
heart with a self-upbraiding sigh, if it were, indeed, 
possible that hour had come when she could think of 
leaving her blind &ther without his Lucy at Bracken- 
Braes! 

The long-continued and habitual moderation of spi- 
rit belonging to Michael Forester in his resigned blind- 
ness was scarcely proof against the intense happiness 
which rose from the prospect of Lucy's marriage. Al- 
though his daughter had been firom the first day of his 
loss of sight so necessary to him, that without her 
guiding voice and hand, he would probably never have 
learned to extend the circle of his unattended walks be- 
yond the gate of the avenue ; and although her presence 
in the room had for years been a sort of sunshine 
which even the blind could see, yet Michael felt on the 
present occasion, that it had all along been her happiness 
that was his comfort, and that to lose her, since that hap- 
piness was about to be increased, so far from, being any 
rational cause of sorrow, ought, and assuredly would, in- 
crease tenfold the gratitude of those left behind 
at Bracken-Braes. The events of the last few days 
had shown what evils might gather round her beauty— 
and if her father should die, what might become of 

Lucy in this bewildering world ? But now there were 

11 
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to be two nests for the dove — and should the winds in- 
jure or blow down the one at Bracken-Braes — ^the 
other might still be hers in the sheltered vale of Elles- 
mere. 

The same feelings possessed the maternal bosom of 
the gentle Agnes. She had never feared for Lucy^ ex- 
cept when she thought of her somewhat warm and 
impetuous character^ rather too apt to give way to,, 
sudden emotion^ and to urge her forwards incautiously 
at leasts if not imprudently^ upon the path her heart 
had chosen. Yet Lucy had never yielded to or obey- 
ed any strong impulse^ unless it prompted to deeds of 
kindness and humanity ; and her mother rather trem- 
bled at the possibility of her being led astray^ than from 
the recollection of any instances in which her conduct 
could be justly reprehended. Lucy's ardour and fear- 
lessness in all innocent pursuits — ^her disposition to re- 
vel in joy the very instant she left her blind father's 
side — her utter incapacity of suspicion^ or of belief in 
guile or wickedness — her quick eager temper^ whose 
anger was neither more boisterous nor permanent than 
the breeze that comes rustling down the birch-wood 
and in a minute forsakes the leaves — and her readiness 
to sacrifice any things however sweet to herself^ to the 
more insignificant interests cf her friends, nay even 
her acquaintances — all these traits in her character, at 
once endearing to others and dangerous to the lovely 
creature herself, had often disturbed her mother's sleep. 
But under the safeguard of such a husband as Miles 
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CoUnson^ all thes^ qtuJities would be sooTces of happi- 
ness alone^ — time^ instead of blighting, woold beautify 
such flowers as these, — and she could not but be a 
happy wife who had, in the sight of men, angels, and 
the Almighty, been the best and most blest of daugh- 
ters. Already was the expression of her bright eyieis 
somewhat subdued — her steps were gliding into a slow- 
er gait, in its gentleness almost matronly — ^the tearis 
were sometimes seen on her cheek, probably as she 
dreamed of leaving them all at Bracken-Braeis — and in 
truth, Lucy Forester sometimes already bore almost 
the placid, quiet, and thoughtfiil countenance of a 
bride. 

The month of August had gone, and the first half dF 
the beautiful September, that seepied almost to court 
the first stealing touches of the frost. It was time for 
Miles Colinson to return to EUesmere, dhd Lucy" was 
contented not to see him again till the following June. 
Why should they hasten their marriage ? Lucy was 
not yet eighteen, although she wanted but a 'few' months 
of that age— months that could bring no accession to 
her loveliness, although they would doubtlessly bring 
knowledge and wisdom to a heart awakened to a new 
and sacred passion. A few months longer possessi<m 
of their dutiful child was something to her father and 
mother — ^and Lucy, in the blissful calm of her affec- 
tion for Miles Colinson, could have been happy so long 
as he was so, in years of betrothed separation. Next 
summer— ^then— they were to be married-^nd Aunt 
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Isobel^ who frequently spoke of her own death with as 
much cheerfulness as she could do of going to bed af«^ 
ter a busy day^ said that she would pray to be allowed: 
to be present at that wedding^. and then care lUot about 
seeing another Christmas. ^^ The dear bairn will be 
little more than eighteen years old on that day--p«nd I 
upwards of fourscore . and fiye-»-4)ut^ Heaven preserve 
us ! what fin^ madam is this at the door ? Gome ben Miss 
or Mistress-"^ow is your Lady ower by yonder at the 
Hell ?" This fine madam, as Aunt Isobel called her^ 
was Emma Cranstoun's Swiss maid-<^ a very excellent 
kind creature in her way, although fond of lace, veils, 
and feathers, to a degree that excited the wcmder of the 
whole parish. Her head at this particular time nodded 
lugubriously like the plumes of a hearse, although her. 
face was all one smile, and her gesticulation, as she 
gave Lucy a letter, expressive of a general delight, not 
so much proceeding from any one specific cause, as 
from the vivacity of her own peculiar and national cha- 
racter. The letter merely informed Lucy that the 
Lady of the Hirst would, by the time it was received, 
be on her way on foot, and with a friend, by the Gow- 
an-Green Path, to Bracken-firaes. 

Lucy and Miles Colinson immediately set out to 
meet the Lady ; and, before they had gone two miles, 
the parties were all together in a lonesome nook among 
the hills. Emma Cranstoun and Edward Ellis — Lucy 
Forester and Miles Colinson, meeting at the Hawk- 
Stane spring ! Edward and Lucy had a dream of their 



X 



400 THE FORESTERS. 

own, and after the first emotion^ it was far f^rom being 
nndeliglitfal. There they had stood a few years ago^ 
as they thought— as indeed they were*-in love — ^the 
pure — ^unaginative— visionary love of youths as yet 
equally ignorant of itself and the world. There were 
innocent'and blameless secrets^ that needed not to be 
revealed to any ear — ^too dim, in the distance of the 
pastj to be distinctly remembered even by their own 
hearts— too vague and wordless to be communicated ; 
and as Edward turned .towards his Emma, and Lucy 
looked at Miles Colinson, without any perceptible em- 
barrassment, and with sentiments of mutual admiration 
and esteem — they who had journeyed together over the 
moonlight hills, and almost slept in each others inno- 
cent arms — saluted each other as friends, who at last 
possessed the happiness appropriate to their condition^ 
and would remain friends, in the best sense of the 
word, throughout life. 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 



Whether lias the lover of Nature's works— the so- 
litary pedestrian^ who finds beauty everywhere without 
seddng for it — had most delight^ in his roaming reve- 
ries among the pastoral paradise of Scotland^ where his 
imagination^ lending its own light to the scenery and 
the people^ has restored the age of gold-'-or among 
some of the richer valleys of merry England, where 
there is little need for fiction to embellish or change 
the truth, but almost every human habitation is indeed 
a perfect picture, ready formed to the eye of taste 
or genius? Perhaps remembrances come in such 
crowds upon the mind that delights to embody all its 
visions of the past, that there is a confusion of feelings 
leaving no distinctive judgment of the peculiar charac- 
teristics of those two beautiful kingdoms. Then, too, 
for one scene vividly remembered, a hundred are well 
nigh forgotten. Entire days — ^walks by the sides of 
lochs and rivers, are as if they had never been — un- 
numbered glorious sunsets have been in vain shown to 
ungrateful worshippers — cataracts are pealing in the 

c c 
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solitade once visited in awe> and aince heard no 
more — and the thunder storms that shook the ever- 
lasting mountains have not left in the imagination so 
much as a whisper. Which country then shall be said 
to be the most impressive— and what pilgrim shall 
declare the judgment ? 

But let the decision of such questions be left to the 
poet and the painter ; — and let Agnes and Lucy, and 
Mary Morrison, and even old Aunt Isobel, judge for 
themselves of the comparative merits of Ellesmere and 
Bracken-Braes. For Michael Forester and all his &- 
mily are at the Vicarage ; and a brighter, perhaps so 
bright a June never glittered on the lone banks of the 
sweet Heriot- Water, and the Braes of Holylee, as now 
glitters on Risedale-Beck, wherever its streams and 
pools are open to the day among meadows for ever los- 
ing themselves in the overshadowing woods of Elles- 
mere. 

It was no less than four years ago since Agnes and 
Lucy were at the Vicarage, and much as they had then 
loved and admired it, it seemed now to them both a 
place whose delightful character they had not in the 
least understood. Every day gave them an insight in- 
to the meaning of every object they beheld ; and they 
discovered of themselves reasons why the beauty of the 
vale was so various, and never could be injured. Miles 
Colinson showed them the very spirit of the place ; and 
Lucy every night lay down with some new charm 
mingling in the scenery of her dreams. Here she was 
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to live— here most probably to die — and in the church- 
yard of the chapel^ at the foot of those great moun- 
tains^ her bones would be laid along with those of the 
Colinsons^ who had been dwellers in the vale of Elles- 
mere for several centuries. Melancholy thoughts of- 
ten arise out of our very happiest hopes> and indeed 
seem almost inseparable from them ; for hopes are on- 
ward-gazing, and the vista has, and can have at last, 
but one termination. But this union of the sweetness 
and the sadness of fancy is perhaps the most bliss&l of 
all moods of mind ; and youthful lovers feel it to be so, 
when to their approaching happiness there seems to be 
no other alloy, but the knowledge of the frailty of hu- 
man nature, and of the sudden obscuration or eclipse 
to which the light of all human happiness is everlast- 
ingly exposed. 

The lovers thought themselves happy — ^the happiest 
living beings on all the earth — but Michael Forester 
and his Agnes were far happier. The Blind Father 
had always been a thoughtful — never a melancholy 
man — ^yet if all the sad feelings that had assailed his 
heart on Lucy's account for the last seven or eight 
years had been collected together, they would have 
made up a great sum of sorrow. All were now at an 
end — and not only so, but vivid and rejoicing emotions 
took their place, so that even Agnes herself, whose 
eyes had never been off her blind husband's counte- 
nance for one day-light hour together, since the light- 
ning had past over it, could not help wondering at the 
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change, and felt as if the same sedate cheerfiilness of 
bis manly beauty, which won her heart at Dovenest 
80 long ago, had been restored. But just a^ great a 
change had been wrought on Agnes herself-rand J^i* 
chael perceived it in her voice. Much «f that same 
glad tone returned to it, with which she had chaipir 
ed every heart in the years of her maidephood — paid 
for years, too, of her wedded life, when Lucy w$ms » 
mere sportful child, for whom it was needless yet |;p 
cherish any mournful fears. Agnes Hay was indeed 
almost in the very prime of life — and Michael believed 
Aunt Isobel, when she said, that her ohild was still a^ 
beautiful as the day when she was a bride. 

The marriage-day was now near at hand, and there 
was not in all Westmoreland a prettier cottage ^an 
the one ready for the reception of Mile^ Colinson and 
his Lucy. It had been built about two ye^urs. before 
by the Vicar's only Brother, Mr Brathwaite Colinsqn, 
a London Solicitor, who had returi^ed rich to pass }|is 
latter days in the quiet of his qative. valley. But tb^ 
old gentleman felt Oldiield to be soqiewhat too 4ttU 
and lonely for one of his metropolitan h&bits, and had 
taken refuge in the Vicarage. There he hajd bip own 
parlour looking into the orchard---a room fuU of many 
gimcracks, for the Solicitor was sometbing of a.me^ 
chanician, and had a box. of tools, by means of wUfih, 
he bodied forth many things unfcnowii, and invent^ 
very extraordinary pieces of ornamental furnitute. JEew 
mexi made angling-rods better thap he, and h^ bad bees 
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engaged for nearly three yeoris on a fiddle^ which it 
seemed likely he would leave in an unfinished state. 
But Brathwaite Colinson had a heart as warmly affeo 
tionate as when he left Ellesmere fifty years ago in a 
suit of country gTey—* and although he had loved to aC'* 
cumulate money^ he himself now rejoiced to feel that 
be was no miser^ and determined to make his nephew 
Miles independent before his marriage. At the very 
first sight of Lucy Forester^ his heart was more than 
ever expanded with an emotion of permanent ge-* 
neiosity^ and he loved her as well as his own niece 
Ruth. 

But although Oldfield had seemed a dull residence 
to an old bachelor like the Solicitor^ it was in truth one 
of the most cheerful places imaginable^ and the most 
beautiful^ too^ in all Ellesmere. The house seemed to 
be situated low^ for it was surrounded by knoUs^ rocks, 
hills, and mountains, but it in fact stood at a consider* 
able elevation above the stream ; and a sloping lawn, 
carried thie eye gently down to a waterfall — for the 
' close nibbling sheep had made a lawn of a field, whose 
daisies and clover had not been disturbed by the plough 
in man's memory, although ridges were still visible. 
Brathwaite Colinson loved too well the jficturesque ar- 
chitecture of the Westmoreland cottages, to build on 
his farm of Oldfield a town-house, or suburban-box, or 
rural villa. He had only to look at the Vicarage it- 
self, and an edifice rose up, another and the same, with 
such varieties as imagination, in this case little more 
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Ilian xnemoiy^ easily created. The roof might almost 
be said to undulate^ when the eye looked down on its 
angular and irregular terraces — latticed windows peep^ 
ed out unexpectedly^ each upon its own home-view or 
far mountain prospect — and the round tall chimneys 
carried the smoke well up among the trees^ that in a 
year or two must be felled^ else they would infallibly 
overshadow the house in the strongest sunshine. 
. During each of the years that the Foresters had 
lived at Qracken-Braes^ some small new article of fur- 
niture had crept into the house — so that at an ex- 
pence quite imperceptible^ even to them who were 
almost poor^ it was within like the ornamented cottage 
of some tasteful man of fortune. Lucy had the whole 
furnishing of Oldfield left entirely to her own judgment^ 
and on consulting her lover^ was pleased to be told^ 
'^ make it as like as you can to Bracken-Braes." But 
this Lucy did not wish altogether to do— for she loved 
the old glossy dark oak-wood furniture of the Westr 
moreland houses^ with all its ancient and not inelegant 
carved-work^ and fond as she was of Scotland^ and all 
that belonged to it^ she did not forget that the taste 
and imagination of every one are formed in those de- 
lightful days^ when every household object has a charm 
which will belong for ever to all that is peculiar to 
the country where we were born and passed our 
youth. 

Ruth Colinson'was not to be — as she had rashly 
promised — ^bridesmaid to Lucy Forester — and for the 
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best of all reasons — she was to be married herself on 
the same day, to Captain Marshall of Seathwaite-Hall, 
UUswater. Well did Lucy yet remember his kind and 
manly countenance^ and that too^ of his pretty sister^ 
the joyful Agatha. Agatha was now already en- 
gaged to be bridesmaid to Ruth — and Lucy had^ there- 
fore, in that extremity, to apply to Ellinor Elleray of 
Rydal, half-afraid, and not more than half-afraid 
that her own beauty might be eclipsed by that cele-* 
brated May-day Queen. 
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CHAPTER L. 



Ellbbmerb had dawned forth into faint and softest 
beauty, ''under the opening eyelids of the mom;" as 
the dewy hours melted away before the bolder light, 
the woods and groves were all crowned with their 
green and yellow glories ; and by ten o'clock, the ap- 
pointed time for the marriage party to leave the Vi- 
carage, and proceed to the Chapel, all nature was re- 
joicing in a summer forenoon, as bright, blue, and cloud- 
less as ever shone over heaven. 

There had, for more than one hour, been a pleasant 
agitation at the heart of the Vicarage. Not a few 
hands had been busily and tenderly engaged in adorn- 
ing the Brides. That duty had been left to the young 
— ^Agnes and the Vicar's wife sat with their husbands, 
while Aunt Isobel and the old Solicitor were strolling 
in the orchard. — How blessed was the composure of 
this solemn mom ! Two young, innocent, and happy 
creatures were about to enter on the paths of a new 
life. Some troubles must attend those paths, many 
might infest them ; but when Lucy and Ruth appeared 
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in their white bridal dresses^ simple as simple might 
be> yet not without their appropriate ornaments^ the 
hearts of their parents burned within them^ and all 
the ftiture seemed full of sunshine. Michael would 
fain have beheld his Lucy — ^grateful would he have 
been to heaven for one glimpse of vision— but that was 
a transient wish of exceeding love^ and kissing her 
dieek, as she sat on the. same chair^ her Blind Father 
was satisfied. 

The Marriage Party were just about to leave the 
Vicarage, when all the dogs about the place, no smali 
number, including several nondescripts belonging to 
the Solicitor, set up a barking, that was answered by 
a general caw horn the ro<^s on the Elm-Grove. The 
narrow avenue, or approach, was not formed for such 
splendid equipage as that which now appeared at the 
gallqp. The kine stared and wondered from beyond 
the high stone-wall, or scampered off unwieldily in 
distant imitation of the motions of the four beautiful 
blood horses that wafted along the Lady of the Hirst, 
while wide open eyes, from kitchen, byre, and bam- 

« 

door, devoured the miraculous spectacle. A stronger 
sensation could not have been produced by the descent 
of the Grand Coronation Balloon. 

The Lady of the Hirst, now no more Emma Crans- 
toun, descended gracefully from her carriage, assisted 
by her husband, Edward Ellis, and iembraced Lucy 
Forester. Lucy had written to her as soon as she had 
fixed her marriage-day, and the Lady, being on her 
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own bridal tour^ had come to grace the nuptials. But 
no time was to be lost^ for the Chapel bell^ so calm and 
dear was the atmosphere^ was absolutely heard tink- 
ling with joy far away up the glen ; not a few flags 
were seen raised up over the tops of cottages, in honour 
probably of the gallant Captain, and now and then was 
heard a dischai^e of small artillery borrowed for the 
occasion from Bowness and Lowood, whose tourists for 
one day would be cheated out of their somewhat extra- 
vagant echoes. The Lady of the Hirst— ^for so let her 
still be called — ^took her beloved Lucy into her landau 
—along with her bridesmaid Ellinor of Rydal, and 
meek Mary Morrison the faithful and affectionate, 
whom she had recognized and saluted with her most 
gracious smiles. Other vehicles, neat enough in their 
way, formed in the rear ; and although the road to the 
chapel was rather rough and angular, and at many 
turns seemingly shut up by old ivied pollard stumps, 
or moss-grown walls, built up cairn-like of stones 
cleared from the fields they enclosed, yet the Chapel 
was soon gained in safety, and in about one hour, Lucy 
and Kuth returned to the Vicarage as Mrs Colinson of 
Oldfieid, Ellesmere, and Mrs Marshall of Seathwaite- 
Hall, UUswater. 

Two or three hours of quiet converse passed away, 
during which Miles Colinson cheerfully resigned his 
Lucy to the Lady of the Hirst — but as it was not a 
very short, and by no means a very level road to 
Seathwaite-Hall, over Kirkstone and Place-Fell — an 
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Entertainment^ whichj in deference and respect to the 
fashionable world> let be called a Dejeune a laJbuT'-* 
chette, was with no delay spread below the Yew-Tree. 
The Vicar's wife and Agnes sat together at the head, 
the Vicar and Michael Forester at the foot of the ta- 
ble. The blushing Lucy and Buth were seated be- 
side their respective bridesmaids, and Mary Morrison 
was not &r from the side of her who was dearest and 
kindest on the earth to that widow and orphan. The 
bridegrooms assumed already a somewhat important 
air, and endeavoured to seem as becomingly composed 
as Edward Ellis, who was now quite an old married man, 
for the beauty of his bride had disturbed the Sabbath- 
devotion of two oongr^ations, one, in town, and the 
other in country. Unde Brathwaite and Aunt fsobel 
were the merriest of the company. 

But who were those three humble looking persons 
entering the gate, while a young woman advanced a 
little before the others, with familiar but not obstru- 
sive steps, towards the vicarage ? '* €U)od Heavens !" 
cried Mary Morrison, '' can that be Martha and Ha- 
mish, and Flora Fraser!" It was so indeed — and 
Martha had an infant at her bosom ! The emigrants 
had returned from Canada — ^but old Donald Fraser was 
not with them. They had left his bones in a burial- 
place in the woods. Martha soon told her story. The 
brother whom Donald had gone to visit had died soon 
after the old soldier, and left property to Hamish and 
Flora worth nearly three hundred pounds. With 
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iiidfa a sum they resolved to return to their dear High- 
katds ; and having landed at Liverpool^ Martha could 
ndt think of passing on to Scotland without steppii^ 

aside for a day to see the old peopl<e with whom she had 
temerly livedo and her Iriends at the vicarage. . Had 
such a meeting as this been described in a Novell it 
would no doubt have been criticised as too improbable ; 
but Martha and Lucy had each her own romance of 
real life> and thus far it had been^ although sometimes 
a' little dim ordark^ on the whole not undelightfnl. 
Martha was happy at the thought of passing her days 
in the Highlands^ somewhere in the Glen of Dee^ or 
in Glen-Tilt, or on the banks of the Brnar^ or by the 
waterfidls of the Tummel^ or the sylvan shores of Lodh 
Rannoch. Those names she pronounced readily, and 
even with something of a Highland accent — £»r her 
husband Hamish had taught her some €kielic> and in 
that language she now hushed her little Canadian, 
awaking from his dream in her bosom. 

The Lady of the Hirst bade them all farewell, not 
without Miles Colinson's promise to bring his wife to 
Holylee next summer. Captain Marshall bore off his 
Ruth in triumph — and Miles and Lucy, attended by 
Mary Morrison, had walked away unnoticed to their 
own house at Oldfield. The emigrants were most wel- 
come indeed at the Vicarage, in the silence of that 
evening. Martha had not a little to tell, and Aunt Isobel 
did not let her rest a minute with questions put half in 
kindness and half in curiosity — since the old lady, in 

10 
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the perfect satis^Eiction of her spirit^ could afford to for- 
get her Lucy^ and keenly interest herself about Mar- 
tha's past and future concerns — for short as her time 
was now to be in this worlds she still regarded those 
whose term there might be a prolonged one^ with the 
unabated warmth of a heart that could be made cold 
only in the grave. 

As for Michael and Agnes — ^they retired that even- 
ing sooner than usual to their own room. They had 
not lost a daughter^ but they had found a son ; should 
Providence permit^ the families at Oldfield and Brack- 
en-Braes were to visit each other year about — and to 
that Providence^ whatever might be its decrees^ they 
knelt down in prayer as happy as any of its creatures 
below Heaven. 



THE END. 
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